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PREFACE 


A  BOOK  worthy  of  such  a  title  ought  to  be  rich  in  hymns  and  in  music. 
*»-  There  is  not  a  hymn  in  this  book  that  is  not  worthy  to  live  in  our 
memories  for  a  life  time. 

There  are  some  hymns  that  go  with  us  from  childhood  to  manhood  and 
womanhood,  and  are  still  with  us  when  we  reach  the  gates  of  heaven.  They 
never  lose  their  power  over  us  and  their  charm  is  never  broken.  Other 
hymns  come  and  go,  but  these  abide.  Such  hymns  have  been  gathered 
from  all  possible  sources  for  the  enrichment  of  these  pages. 

The  music  is  of  a  high  order.  Much  of  it  is  classical.  Many  of  the  best 
pieces  have  been  thoroughly  tested  by  trained  choirs  and  large  congregations. 

There  is  need  of  a  book  which  will  aid  in  elevating  the  poetical  and 
musical  taste  of  the  people.  L,ife-Time-Hymns  will  contribute  largely  to 
this  desired  result. 

Acknowledgments  are  hereby  gratefully  extended  to  the  composers, 
writers  and  publishers  who  have  permitted  us  to  use  their  valuable  copy- 
rights. 

For  Sabbath-schools,  social  meetings,  and  great  out-door  assemblies,  we 
believe  I^ife-Timf- Hymns  is  without  a  peer. 

H.  R.  PALMER. 
C.  C.  McCABE. 
M.  R.  BROUSE. 
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As  used  in  the  Chautauqua  Amphitheater  every  Sabhath  morning,  and  for  use  in 
Assemblies,  Conventions,  etc. 


The  Congregation  will  please  follow  the  printed  order:   CONGREGATION  STANDING,  and 
CONGREGATION  SKATED. 

b.  Organ  Voluntary. 

2.  Call  to  Worship. 

(Congregation  Standing.) 

The  Minister.  It  is  very  meet,  right,  and  our  bounden  duty,  that  we  should  at  all 
times,  and  in  all  places,  give  thanks  unto  Thee,  O  Lord,  holy  Father,  almighty,  everlast- 
ing God. 

The  Congregation.  Therefore,  with  angels  and  archangels,  and  with  all  the  com- 
pany of  heaven,  we  laud  and  magnify  Thy  glorious  name,  evermore  praising  Thee,  and 
saying,  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  Thy  glory. 
Glory  be  to  Thee,  O  Lord  Most  High. 

Nicea.     11,  12,  10, 

Bp.  Reginald  Heber.  Rev.  John  Bacchus  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho-ly,    ho-  ly,    ho    -    ly, 

2.  Ho-ly,    ho-  ly,    ho    -    ly! 
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Lord  God  Al  -  might  -  y! 
Lord  God  Al  -  might  -  y! 


Ear  -  ly     in    the 
Ail  Thy  works  shall 


morn  -  ing   onr  song  shall  rise     to    Thee; 
praise  Thy  name,  in  earth,  in   sky,     in      sea: 


Ho  -  ly,    ho 
Ho  -  ly,    ho 
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ly,    ho    -    ly, 
ly,    ho    -    ly! 
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mer-ci-ful  and  might-y,     God    in  Three  Per-sons,  blessed  Trin 
mer-ci-ful  and  might-y,     God    in  Three  Per-sons,  blessed  Trin 


•i  -  ty! 

■i  -  ty!      A -men. 
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*This  Service  is  used  by  the  kind  permission  of  Bishop  John  H.  Vincent 
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Viii  ORDER   OF  SUNDAY   SERVICE. 

3.  Responsive  Reading.     PSALM  VIII. 

(Congregation  Standing.) 

Minister.     O  Lord  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  Thy  name  in  all  the  earth! 

Congregation.     Who  hast  set  Thy  glory  above  the  heavens. 

M.  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  hast  Thou  ordained  strength. 

C.  Because  of  Thine  enemies,  that  Thou  mightest  still  the  enemy  and  the  avenger. 

M.  When  I  consider  Thy  heavens,  the  work  of  Thy  fingers, 

C.  The  moon  and  the  stars,  which  Thou  hast  ordained; 

M.  What  is  man,  that  Thou  art  mindful  of  him? 

C.  And  the  son  of  man,  that  Thou  visitest  him? 

M.  For  Thou  hast  made  him  a  little  lower  than  the  angels, 

C.  And  hast  crowned  him  with  glory  and  honor. 

M.  Thou  madest  him  to  have  dominion  over  the  works  of  Thy  hands: 

C.  Thou  hast  put  all  things  under  his  feet; 

31.  All  sheep  and.oxen,  yea,  and  the  beasts  of  the  field; 

C.  The  fowl  of  the  air  and  the  fish  of  the  sea, 

M.  And  whatsoever  passeth  through  the  paths  of  the  seas. 

C.  O  Lord  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  Thy  name  in  all  the  earth. 

(Congregation  Seated.) 

4.  Anthem  by  the  Choir,  or  Hymn  by  AH. 

5.  The  General  Confession. 

The  Congregation.  Almighty  God,  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  Maker  of  all 
things,  Judge  of  all  men;  we  acknowledge  and  bewail  our  manifold  sins  and  wickedness, 
which  we  from  time  to  time  most  grievously  have  committed,  by  thought,  word,  and 
deed,  against  Thy  Divine  Majesty,  provoking  most  justly  Thy  wrath  and  indignation 
against  us.  We  do  earnestly  repent,  and  are  heartily  sorry  for  these  our  misdoings;  the 
remembrance  of  them  is  grievous  unto  us.  Have  mercy  upon  us,  have  mercy  upon  us, 
most  merciful  Father;  for  Thy  Son,  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ's  sake,  forgive  us  all  that  is 
past,  and  grant  that  we  may  ever  hereafter  serve  and  please  thee  in  newness  of  life,  to 
the  honor  and  glory  of  Thy  name,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 

6.  Prayer.       (Closing  with  the  Lord's  Prayer.) 


7.  The  Apostles'  Creed. 

(Congregation  Standing.) 

I  believe  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth;  and  in  Jesus 
Christ  His  only  Son  our  Lord;  who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  born  of  the  Virgin 
Mary;  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crucified,  dead  and  buried;  the  third  day  He 
arose  from  the  dead;  He  ascended  into  heaven,  and  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of  God  the 
Father  Almighty;  from  thence  He  shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 


ORDER  OF  SUNDAY  SERVICE. 


IX 


I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  Holy  Catholic  Church,  the  communion  of  saints; 
the  forgiveness  of  sins;  the  resurrection  of  the  body;  and  the  life  everlasting.     Amen. 

(Congregation  Seated.) 
8.  The  Announcements. 


9-  The  Scripture  Lesson. 
10.  Hymn  by  the  Congregation. 
ii.   Sermon. 
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A-men. 
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12.  Prayer. 

13.  Closing  Sentences. 


(Congregation  Standing.) 


Minister.  Almighty  God,  who  hast  given  us  grace  at  this  time,  with  one  accord,  to 
make  our  common  supplications  unto  Thee,  and  dost  promise  that,  when  two  or  three 
are  gathered  together  in  Thy  name,  Thou  wilt  grant  their  requests: 

Congregation.  Fulfill  now,  O  Lord,  the  desires  and  petitions  of  Thy  servants  as 
may  be  most  expedient  for  them; 

M.  Granting  us,  in  this  world,  knowledge  of  Thy  truth, 

C.   And,  in  the  world  to  come,  life  everlasting. 

37.  Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

C.    Amen. 


14. 


Gloria  Patri. 
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Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to      the       Son,     and       to      the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost: 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning, 

is  now,  and  ev  -   er    shall  be,  world  with-out  end.  A  -  men. 
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15.  Benediction. 


£$e  ^§>unta£  peeper  ^ertrice^ 


(Congregation  Standing.) 

Evening  Praise. 


Mary  A.  I^athbury. 
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Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Day       is      dy  -  in 

2.  Lord     of    life,     be-neath    the  dome       Of      the     U 
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in      the  West;  Heav'n  is  touch  -  ing  earth  with  rest: 

ni  -  verse,  Thy  home, 
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Wait  and  worship  while  the  night  Sets  her  evening  lamps  alight  Thro'  all  the  sky. 
Gath-er    us  who  seek  Thy  face  To  the  fold  of  Thy  embrace,  For  Thou  art  nigh. 
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Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,     ho   -  ly      Lord   God    of      hosts!       Heav'n  and  earth  are 
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full  of  Thee!  Heav'n  and  earth  are  praising  Thee,  O  Lord, Most    High!        A-men 
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XI 


The  Prayer  of  Thomas  A  Kempis. 

Leader.  Above  all  things  and  in  all  things,  O  my  soul,  thou  shalt  rest  in  the  Lord 
alway,  for  He  Himself  is  the  everlasting  rest  of  the  saints. 

Congregation.     Grant  us,  O  God,  to  rest  in  Thee  above  all  creatures, 

L.  Above  all  health  and  beauty, 

C.   Above  all  glory  and  honor, 

L.  Above  all  power  and  dignity, 

C.  Above  all  knowledge  and  subtlety, 

L.  Above  all  riches  and  arts, 

C.  Above  all  joy  and  gladness, 

L.  Above  all  fame  and  praise, 

C.   Above  all  sweetness  and  comfort, 

L.  Above  all  hope  and  promise, 

C.  Above  all  desert  and  desire, 

L.  Above  all  gifts  and  benefits  that  Thou  canst  give  and  impart  to  us, 

C.  Above  all  mirth  and  joy  that  the  mind  of  man  can  receive  and  feel, 

L.  Finally,  above  angels  and  archangels  and  above  all  the  heavenly  host, 

C.  Above  all  things  visible  and  invisible, 

L.  And  above  all  that  Thou  art  not,  O  our  God. 

C.  Because  Thou  O  Lord,  our  God,  art  supremely  good  above  all; 

L.  Thou  alone  art  most  high, 

C.  Thou  alone  most  powerful, 

L.  Thou  alone  most  full  and  sufficient, 

C.  Thou  alone  most  sweet  and  full  of  consolation, 

L.  Thou  alone  art  most  lovely  and  loving, 

C.  Thou  alone  most  noble  and  glorious  above  all  things, 

L.  In  whom  all  good  things  together  both  perfectly  are  and  ever  have  been  and 
shall  be. 

Gloria  Patri. 
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to      the      Son,     and 


to 


the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost: 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning, 

is  now,  and  ev  -  er    shall  be,  world  with-out  end.  A  -  men. 
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(Congregation  Seated.) 
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THE  SUNDAY  VESPER  SERVICE. 


Leader.     And  let  us  not  be  weary  in  well-doing: 

Congregation.     For  in  due  season  we  shall  reap,  if  we  faint  not. — Gal.  6:  9. 

L.  And  this  I  pray,  that  your  love  may  abound  yet  more  and  more  in  knowledge  and 
in  all  judgment; 

C.  Being  filled  with  the  fruits  of  righteousness,  which  are  by  Jesus  Christ,  unto  the 
glory  and  praise  of  God. — Phil.  1:  9-1 1. 

L.  And  besides  this,  giving  all  diligence,  add  to  your  faith,  virtue; 

C.  And  to  virtue,  knowledge; 

L.  And  to  knowledge,  temperance; 

C.   And  to  temperance,  patience; 

L.  And  to  patience,  godliness; 

C.  And  to  godliness,  brotherly  kindness;  and  to  brotherly  kindness,  charity. — 
2  Pet.   1:  5  7. 

L.  All  the  ends  of  the  world  shall  remember  and  turn  unto  the  Lord: 

C.  And  all  the  kindreds  of  the  nations  shall  worship  before  Thee. — Ps.  22:  27. 

L.  The  earth  shall  be  filled  with  the  knowledge  of  the  glory  of  the  Lord,  as  the 
waters  cover  the  sea. — Hab.  2:  14. 

C.   Instead  of  the  thorn  shall  come  up  the  fir  tree, 

L.  And  instead  of  the  brier  shall  come  up  the  myrtle  tree: 

C.  And  it  shall  be  to  the  Lord  for  a  name,  for  an  everlasting  sign  that  shall  not  be 
cutoff. — Isa.  55:  13. 


Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  Life. 


Mary  A.  I^athbury. 
=  60. 


Wm,  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Break    Thou   the  bread     of       life,      dear    Lord,     to       me,         As      Thou  didst 

2.  Bless      Thou   the  truth,  dear   Lord,      to        me,      to       me,         As      Thou  didst 
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break  the  loaves    be  -  side 
bless    the  bread    by       Gal 
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Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  Life — Concluded. 
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I      seek  Thee,  Lord;     My  spir  -  it  pants  for  Thee,  O     liv  -  ing  Word! 
all      fet-ters      fall,       And     I    shall  find  my  peace,  my  All     in     All.     A -men. 
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(Congregation  Standing.) 

Leader.  Almighty  God,  unto  whom  all  hearts  are  open,  all  desires  known,  and 
from  whom  no  secrets  are  hid; 

Congregation.  Cleanse  the  thoughts  of  our  hearts  by  the  inspiration  of  Thy  Holy 
Spirit,  that  we  may  perfectly  love  Thee,  and  worthily  magnify  Thy  holy  name,  through 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

L.  It  is  very  meet,  right,  and  our  bounden  duty,  that  we  should  at  all  times,  and 
in  all  places,  give  thanks  unto  Thee,  O  Lord,  holy  Father,  almighty,  everlasting  God. 

C.  Therefore,  with  angels  and  archangels,  and  with  all  the  company  of  heaven, 
we  laud  and  magnify  Thy  glorious  name,  evermore  praising  Thee,  and  saying,  Holy, 
holy,  holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  Thy  glory.  Glory  be  to 
Thee,  O  Lord,  Most  High.     Amen. 

L.  Praise  ye  the  Lord. 

C.  O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  Thy  name  in  all  the  earth! 

L.  Declare  His  glory  among  the  heathen, 

C.  His  marvelous  works  among  all  nations. 

L.  Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  God,  all  ye  lands. 

C.  Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  O  God,  let  all  the  people  praise  Thee. 

(Congregation  Seated.) 


Remarks  and  Prayer. 
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Night  Song. 


John  Keble 
^  =  92. 


"Hursley." — Peter  Ritter. 


1.  Sun        of 

2.  When  the 
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may       no  earth  -  born 

my       last       thought,  how 
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cloud  a 
sweet  to 
night      is 


rise 
rest 
nigh, 


To    hide  Thee 
For  -  ev  -  er 
For  with  -  out 


from 

on 

Thee 


Thy 

my 
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serv  -  ant's 
Sav  -  ior's 
dare        not 


eyes, 
breast, 
die.      A 


4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned,  to-day,  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store; 


Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love, 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


(Congregation  Standing.) 

Leader.     The  Lord  bless  thee,  and  keep  thee: 

Congregation.     The  Lord  make  His  face  shine  upon  thee,  and  be  gracious  unto  thee: 
L.  The  Lord  lift  up  His  countenance  upon  thee, 

C.   And  give  thee  peace.  ^        Benedktio^the  Amen 

BenCOlCtlOfl.  \end  of  the  Night  Song. 
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Praise  God  from  Whom  All  Blessings  Flow. 


Bishop  Thomas  Ken. 
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"Old  Hundred."'— Guil.  Fkanc,   1554. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;  Praise  Him,  all   creat  ures  here  be-  low 
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Praise  Him  a  bove,    ye   heav'n-ly    host;  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son,  and     Ho   -   ly    Ghost. 
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(SECOND  HYMN.) 

From  All  that  Dwell  Below  the  Skies. 


I  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

7  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word; 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


3  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring; 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing; 
The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Savior's  name. 

4  In  every  land  begin  the  song; 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong: 
In  che'erful  sounds  all  voices  raise, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 


PRAISE. 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 


Gloria  Patri.     No.  I 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 


-& 


=? 


C> 


m 


<s 


o 


Si 


-&-  -&-        -&-         -        <-        <~        —       -^       ~       _^ 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,      and      to  the     Son,     and      to       the      Ho   -   ly     Ghost: 
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As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,and  ever  shall  be,  world  with -out  end.    A  -  men. 
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Gloria  Patri.     No.  2. 
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Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and    to 
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Son,     and      to        the      Ho  -    ly    Ghost: 
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As  it  was  in  the  beginning.is  now,  and  ev  -  er      shall  be,  world  with-out   end.  A  -  men 
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Gloria  Patri.     No.  3. 
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Glo  -    ry    be        to    the      Fa  -  ther,    and 
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H.  W.  Greatorex. 
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the      Son,  and      to      the 
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Gloria  Patri.     No.  3 — Concluded. 
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the       be    -   gin   -   ning,     is 
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and  ev  -  er     shall    be,     world    with  out    end.       A    -  men.     A    -  men. 
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Gloria  Patri.     No.  4. 


Charles  Meineke. 
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Glo  -    ry      be      to    the      Fa  -  ther,      and      to      the      Son,    and    to      the 
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now,  and    ev  -   er    shall     be,    world   with-out     end.     A   -  men.     A   -   men. 


p^; 


*-*— t  \r   n 


4. 


i=g 


£ 


praise;. 


Sweet  is  the  Work,  my  God,  my  King! 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
=  80.  , 


"Canonbury."-Arr.  fr.  Schumann. 
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Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King!  To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks, and  sing 
Sweet  is  the  day  of  sa  -  cred  rest;  No  mor-tal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast 
My  heart  shall  tri  umph  in  my  Lord,  And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word 
Lord!  I  shall   share  a   glo  rious  part,  When  grace  hath  well  re  -  fined   my  heart, 
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To  show  Thy  love    by     morn  ing     light,   And  talk  of  all  Thy  truth  at   night. 

Oh!  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found,  Like  David's  harp  of  sol-emn  sound! 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine!  How  deep  Thy  counsels!  how  divine! 
And   fresh   sup-plies   of    joy     are     shed,      Like   ho-ly   oil,    to   cheer   my  head. 


ROT 


1^2: 


-Bt ^ 


f 


a 


\j  r  1  r  1  g  r  r  "f^fE 


-LPt 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord! 
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Rev.  C.  Wordsworth. 


"Dix."— Arr.  by  W.  H.  Monk. 
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1.  Ho   -    ly,     ho  -    ly, 

2.  Cher  -  u  -  bim    and 

3.  Hal  -  le   -   lu  -  jah! 
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ho   -   ly     Lord!    God     of    hosts,    e   -    ter  -  nal    King! 

ser   -   a  -  phim     Veil  their     fa  -   ces    with  their  wings; 

Lord,    to     Thee,     Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and     Ho  -   ly     Ghost; 
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earth  a  -  dored;  An  -  gels  and  arch  -  an  -  gels  sing, 
are  too  dim  To  be  -  hold  the  King  of  kings, 
Per -sons   three;    Join     us    with    the   heav'n-ly      host, 


By  the  heav'ns  and 
Eyes  of  an  -  gels 
God  -  head  one,    and 
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Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord — Concluded. 
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Chant- ing      ev 
While  they  sing 
Sing  -  iug      ev   ■ 
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er  -  last  -  ing  -  ly 
e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly 
er  -  last  -  ing  -   ly 


To  the  bless  -  ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty. 
To  the  bless  -  ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty. 
To     the  bless  -  ed    Trin  -  i    -    ty. 
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Come,  Thou  Almighty  King! 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
#'-96. 


"Italian  Hymn." — F.  Giardini. 
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i.  Come,  Thou    al  -  might  -  y        King!  Help   us     Thy  name      to  sing, 

2.  Come,  Thou    in  -  car    -    nate    Word!  Gird   on     Thy  might  -  y  sword; 

3.  Come,    ho    -  ly  Com  -  fort    -     er!  Thy    sa  -  cred  wit     -     ness  bear, 

4.  To     Thee,  great  One       and     Three,  E    -    ter  -  nal  prais    -    es  be, 
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Help      us         to      praise: 

Our    prayer     at   -   tend; 

In        this     glad     hour: 

Hence,  ev     -    er  -   more! 
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Fa  -  ther!      all  -  glo  -    ri  -  ous,  O'er    all  vic- 

Come,  and     Thy    peo   -   pie  bless,  And   give  Thy 

Thou,  who       al  -  might  -  y        art,  Now   rule  in 

Thy      sov  -  'reign   maj  -   est  -   y  May    we  in 
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to    -  ri  -  ous,  Come,  and 
word    suc-cess,  Spir  -  it 
ev  -  'ry  heart,  And  ne'er 
glo  -  ry    see,    And     to 
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reign    o  -    ver    us,     An  cient  of      Days! 

of      ho    -  li  -  ness!  On    us    de  -  scend! 
from    us      de-part,  Spir -it    of    power! 

e   -  ter  -   ni  -  ty    Love  and  a    -    dore! 


men. 
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Lord,  from  Thine  Altars. 


Mary  A.  Lathbtjry. 


I.  V.  Flagler. 
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i.  Lord,  from  Thine  al-tars  on  ev-'ry  mountain  hoar-y;   Dews  are  as-  cend-  ing  to 
2.  An-cient  of  Days,  The  heav'ns  and  earth  a-dore  Thee;  Giv  -  er     of    life,   the 
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praise  Thee    si  -  lent  -  ly.     Wings  of   the    morn  -  ing    il  -  lu-mined  with  Thy 
gift       is       all   Thine  own.  Morning    by    morn -ing  our  days  are  wrought  be- 
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glo  -     ry,       Spread  thro'  the  East    and    bear  our    hearts  to    Thee. 

fore     Thee;    Take  Thou  this    day      and    make  it      all    Thine  own.    A-men. 
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Angel  Voices,  Ever  Singing. 
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Sir  A.  Sullivan. 
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1.  An    -    gel     voic   -   es,      ev    -    er      sing  -  ing,    Round  Thy  throne  of    light, 

2.  Thou,  who    art       be  -  yond    the    farth  -  est      Mor  -  tal      eye       can    scan, 

3.  Here,  Great  God,     to  -    day      we      of   -    fer      Of    Thine  own      to    Thee; 


&£ 

^^= 


4^ 


i"nf  tf  finf  fica 


PRAISE. 


Angel  Voices,  Ever  Singing- — Concluded. 
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An   -    gel     harps,    for    -    ev    -    er      ring  -  ing,  Rest      not 

Can       it        be       that    Thou     re  -  gard  -  est  Songs    of 

And      for  Thine    ac    -   cept  -  ance    prof  -  fer,  All        un  - 
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ands  on  -  ly       live    to    bless  Thee,  And   eon  -  fess    Thee  Lord  of  might! 
we     feel    that  Thou   art    near     us,    And   wilt   hear      us?    Yea,  we     can! 
and  minds, and  hands  and  voic  -  es,     In      our  choic  -  est     mel  -  o   -  dy. 
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God  is  Love. 


Sir  John  Bowring. 
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i.  God     is  love;  His    mer-  cy    brightens  All      the    path    in  which  we    rove; 

2.  Chance  and  change  are  bus-y     ev    -    er;  Man   de  -  cays     and     a    -  ges   move; 

3.  E'en  the  hour  that   dark.  -  est    seem-eth  Will  His  change-less  good-ness  prove; 

4.  He  with   earth-ly    cares    en  -  twin  -  eth  Hope  and  com  -  fort   from    a  -  bove; 
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Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens:  God  is  wis-dom,  God  is  love. 

But    His    mer-cy   wan -eth   nev-er:      God  is  wis-dom,  God  is  love. 

From  the  mist  His  brightness  streameth:  God  is  wis-dom,  God  is  love. 

Ev  -  'ry-  where  His  glo  -  ry   shin-eth :     God  is   wis-dom,  God  is  love.   A  -  men. 
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PRAISE. 
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Come,  Ye  Faithful,  Raise  the  Strain. 


J.  M.  Neale. 
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Sir  Arthur  Sullivan. 
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1.  Come,  ye    faith  -  ful,     raise    the    strain      Of      tri  -  umph-ant      glad  -  ness! 

2.  'Tis    the    spring  of      souls    to  -  day:     Christ  hath  burst   His     pris  -    on, 

3.  Now  the    queen   of        sea  -  sons,  bright,  With    the    day      of       splen  -  dor, 
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God    hath  brought    His      Is    -   ra  -    el  In  -  to      joy       from    sad  -  ness, — 

And     from    three    days'    sleep    in     death,     As    the    sun      hath     ris    -     en. 
With    the      roy    -    al      feast    of    feasts,     Comes  its  joys      to        ren    -    der; 
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Loosed  from    Pharaoh's     bit  -  ter     yoke      Ja  -   cob's   sons    and      daugh-ters, — 
All       the        win  -  ter        of      our    sins,     Long    and   dark,     is        fly    -     ing 
Comes  to       glad      Je    -    ru  -    sa  -   lem,   Which,  with    true     af    -    fee    -     tion, 
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Led  them  with  un -moistened  feet  Thro'  the  Red  Sea  wa  -  ters. 
From  His  light  to  whom  we  give  Laud  and  praise  un  -  dy  -  ing. 
Welcomes    in      un-wea-ried  strains  Je  -  sus'     res-  ur    -  rec  -  tion.  Amen. 
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PRAISE. 


Come,  and  let  us  Sweetly  Join. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 


'Onido."— Ignace  Pleyel. 
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i.  Come, and  let      us  sweet  -  ly     join,  Christ    to    praise  in     hymns  di  -  vine; 

2.  Strive  we,    in       af-fec-tion  strive;    Let      the     pur  -  er      flame    re  -  vive, 

3.  Sing   we,  then,  in     Je  -  sus'    name,    Now     as       yes-ter-  day       the    same; 
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Give  we  all,  with  one  ac  -  cord,  Glo  -  ry  to  our  com-mon  Lord; 
Such  as  in  the  mar  -  tyrs  glowed,  Dy  -  ing  champions  for  their  God: 
One     in       ev    -  'ry    time    and    place,  Full    for      all       of  truth  and  grace: 


-J 


m 


*z 


& 


£ 


iff 


f%l      J      J:    flfrfrgi 


^ 


r 


*i     *  • 


Hands,  and  hearts, and    vol  -  ces    raise,  Sing    as       in      the       an  -  cient  days; 
We,    like  them,  may  live    and    love;  Called  we     are   their     joys   to       prove; 
We     for  Christ,  our    Mas-ter,  stand, Lights  in       a       be    -  night  ed      land; 
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An   -  te  -  date      the  joys      a  -  bove,        Cel  -  e   -  brate  the  feast    of     love. 

Saved  with  them    from    fu  -  ture  wrath,      Part-ners  of     like  precious   faith. 

We      our    dy    -  ing  Lord    con  -  fess,        We   are    Je  -  sus'  wit  -  ness  -  es. 
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PRAISE. 
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Father  of  Everlasting-  Grace. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
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"Nashville."— Adapted  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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Fa  -  ther      of      ev    -    er  -   last  -  ing    grace,  Thy    goodness    and      Thy 

Send     us     the  Spir  -  it        of    Thy     Son,  To      make 'the    depths   of 

So      shall    we  pray     and     nev  -  er      cease;  So      shall     we     thank  -  ful- 

Till,    add  -  ed       to      that    heav'nly     choir,  We     raise    our    songs     of 
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truth     we      praise,     Thy  good  -  ness  and  Thy  truth   we    prove;  Thou 

God  -  head  known,    To  make    us  share  the  life      di  -   vine:     Send 

ly        con   -    fess       Thy  wis  -  dom,  truth,  and  pow'r  and     love;     With 

tri    -    umph  higher,  And  praise  Thee  in  a  bold  -  er    strain;     Out- 
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hast,      in        lion   -  or  of        Thy      Son,     The  gift  un  -  speak  -     a  - 

Him    the       sprink  -  led  blood     t'  ap  -  ply;      Send  Him  our      souls        to 

joy        un  -  speak   -  a    -  ble          a    -     dore,     And  bless  and    praise    Thee 

soar      the      first  -  born  ser  -  aph's     flight,  And  sing,  with      all         the 
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sent    down, —    Spir  -    it           of  life, 

■    ti     -     fy,           And  show  and  seal 

er    -    more,     And  serve  Thee  as 

in        light,     Thy  ev    -  er    -  last 


r 


and  pow'r,  and      love. 

us  ev    -  er      Thine. 

Thy  hosts  a     -     bove: 

ing  love  to         man. 
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PRAISE. 


Thou  Who  -Art  Enthroned  Above. 


II 


George  Sandys. 
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"Hollingside."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Thou   who   art     en-throned   a  -  bove,   Thou    by   whom  we     live  and  move! 

2.  Sweet  the    day     of       sa  -    cred  rest,    When  de  -  vo  -  tion     fills  the  breast, 

3.  From  Thy  works  our  joys      a  -  rise,      O     Thou     on   -  ly    good  and  wise! 


MM 


JPfj^l 


tet 


^4 


zb 


£¥ 


-9- 


^TY 


Oh,  how  sweet  with  joy  -  ful  tongue  To  re  -  sound  Thy  praise  in  song! 
When  we  dwell  with-  in  Thy  house,  Hear  Thy  word,  and  pay  our  vows; 
Who   Thy    won  -  ders   can     de  -  clare?     How  pro-found   Thy     coun-sels    are! 
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When  the    morn-ing  paints  the  skies,    When  the    sparkling  stars     a  -  rise, 
Notes    to  heav'n's  high  man-sions  raise,     Fill      its  courts  with  joy  -  ful     praise; 
Warm  our  hearts  with  sa  -  cred     fire;      Grate-  ful     fer  -  vors     still    in  -  spire; 
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All  Thy  fa  -  vors  to  re  -  hearse,  And  give  thanks  in  grate  -  ful  verse. 
With  re  -  peat  -  ed  hymns  pro-claim  Great  Je  -  ho  -  vah's  aw  -  ful  name. 
All      our  pow'rs  with  all  their  might    Ev  -    er       in      Thy    praise    u  -  nite. 
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Lord  of  All  Being-;  Throned  Afar. 
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Lord   of       all      be-ing;  throned  a  -  far,    Thy  glo  -  ry  flames  from  sun  and  star; 
Sun     of       our  life,  Thy  quick'ning  ray  Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of    day; 
Our  mid-night  is  Thy  smile  withdrawn;  Our  noon-tide  is    Thy  gracious  dawn; 
Lord    of        all    life,  be -low,     a-bove,  Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 
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rain-bow   arch  Thy  mer-  cy's   sign;  All,    save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  Thine! 
fore    Thy   ev  -  er  -  blaz  -  ing  throne    We    ask     no    lus  -  tre    of    our    own. 
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We  Give  Immortal  Praise. 


"Trinity."— J.  Lempriere  Hammond. 
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His  own  E  -  ter  -  nal  Son,  To  die  for  sins  that  man  had  done. 
He  lives  and  now  He  reigns,  And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  His  pains, 
completes  the  great  de  -  sign,  And  fills  the  soul  with  joy  di  -  vine. 
•  son  fails  with      all   her  pow'rs,There  Faith  prevails,  and  Love   a  -  dores. 
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Lord,  Thy  Glory  Fills  the  Heaven. 


Bp.  Richard  Mant. 
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With  His    ser  -  aph-train  be  -  fore     Him,  With  His    ho  -  ly  Church  be  -  low, 
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"Ho  -ly,    ho  -   ly,     ho  -  ly!"  singing,  "Lord  of  hosts,  the  Lord  most  high!" 
Un  -  to  Thee    be    glo-ry    giv  -  en,     Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,    ho-  ly,    Lord!''    A-men. 
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Great  God,  What  do  I  See  and  Hear? 


B.    RlNGWALDT. 


"Luther." — Johann  Klug,  1535. 


i.  Great    God,    what      do         I         see    and   hear?  The      end  of  things  ere  - 

2.  The       dead       in      Christ    are       first     to      rise  At        that  last  trump-et's 

3.  Th'un-god   -    ly,      filled   with      guilt-  y      fears,  Be  -  hold  His  wrath   pre- 
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Great  God,  What  do  I  See? — Concluded. 
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My  Savior,  my  Almighty  Friend. 
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Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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My  Sav  -  ior,  my  al  -  might  -  y  Friend,  When  I  be  - 
I  trust  in  Thy  e  -  ter  -  nal  word;  Thy  good  -  n ess 
My  feet  shall  trav  -  el  all  the  length  Of  the  ce  - 
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To  Thee,  my  God  and  Savior! 


Rev.  Thomas  Haweis. 
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1.  To      Thee,  my    God  and    Sav 

2.  Soon    as     the   morn  with    ros 

3.  By      Thee,  thro'  life    sup  -  port 
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Re  -  joic  -  ing  in  Thy  fa  -  vor, 
And  when  the  sun  re  -  pos  -  es 
With  heav'nly    hosts    es  -  cort   -  ed, 
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Al  -  might-y  King  of  kings! 
Up  -  on  the  o  -  cean's  breast, 
Up       to       Thy    bright  a    -    bode; 
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I'll  eel  -  e  -  brate  Thy  glo  -  ry,  With  all  Thy  saints  a  -  bove, 
My  voice,  in  sup  -  pli  -  ca  -  tion,  Well-pleased  the  Lord  shall  hear: 
Then  cast     my    crown    be  -  fore      Thee,     And  all      my    con  -  flicts    o'er, 
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And      tell      the   joy  -  ful       sto    -    ry        Of    Thy     re  -  deem 
Oh,     grant    me    Thy      sal  -  va    -    tion,    And     to      my    soul 
Un  -  ceas  -  ing  -  ly        a   -    dore    Thee: — What  could  an       an  - 
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Jesus!  the  Very  Thought  of  Thee. 
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Bernard  of  Clairvaux,  trans.  E.  Caswall. 
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"St.  Agnes."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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Je  -  sus!  the     ver   -    y     thought  of   Thee  With  svveet-ness     fills 

No  voice  can    sing,    no    heart    can   frame,  Nor    can    the     mem  - 

0     hope  of      ev  -   'ry     con  -  trite    heart,    O      joy      of       all 
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But  sweeter     far    Thy    face     to    see,        And    in    Thy  presence  rest. 
A     sweet  er  sound  than  Je  -  sus'  name,    The    Savior     of     mankind. 
To  those  who  ask,  how  kind  Thou  art!     How  good  to  those  who  seek! 
The  love  of     Je  -  sus,  what     it       is       None  but  His  loved  ones  know.  A- 
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How  Sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus  Sounds. 
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How  sweet   the  name   of  Je   -    sus  sounds 

It    makes    the  wound  ed  spir  -   it  whole, 

Dear  name!  the    rock   on  which    I  build, 
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In  a  be  -  liev  -  er's  ear! 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
My  shield  and  hid-  ing-place; 


a 


£2 


f 


T- 


n 


J   j   j   sUJ-J  j  I  J  I  sU 


-<S>- 


"27- 

•  rows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  a  -  way     his  fear, 

the       hun  -  gry    soul,    And    to      the     wea  -  ry,  rest, 

ing      treas   ure,  filled   With   boundless  stores  of  grace! 
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Cometh  Sunshine  After  Rain. 


Gerhardt. 
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"In  Natali  Domini." — from  the  Latin  Church,  14th  Century. 
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Cometh  Sunshine  After  Rain — Concluded. 
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4  Every  sorrow,  every  smart, 
That  the  eternal  Father's  heart 
Hath  appointed  me  of  yore, 
Or  hath  yet  for  me  in  store, 
As  my  life  flows  on,  I'll  take 
Calmly,  gladly  for  His  sake, 
No  more  faithless  murmurs  make. 


5  I  will  meet  distress  and  pain, 

I  will  greet  e'en  Death's  dark  reign, 
I  will  lay  me  in  the  grave, 
With  a  heart  still  glad  and  brave; 
Whom  the  Strongest  doth  defend, 
Whom  the  Highest  counts  His  friend 
Can  not  perish  in  the  end. 


When  Mornine  Gilds  the  Skies. 


Rev.  K.  Caswall. 
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2.  When -e'er  the  sweet  church   bell 

3.  Does    sad  -  ness     fill      my        mind? 
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May  Je  -  sus  Christ  be  prais'd. 
May  Je  -  sus  Christ  be  prais'd. 
May    Je    -    sus  Christ    be     prais'd.     A 
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The  night  becomes  as  day, 
When  from  the  heart  we  say 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  prais'd: 
The  powers  of  darkness  fear, 
When  this  sweet  chant  they  hear, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  prais'd. 
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In  heaven's  eternal  bliss 
The  loveliest  strain  is  this, 

Let  Jesus  Christ  be  prais'd: 
Let  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky 
From  depth  to  height  reply,   - 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  prais'd.  Amen. 
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Come,  Thou  Fount  of  Every  Blessing. 


Robert  Robinson,  1758. 
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"Autumn." — F.  H.  Barthelemon. 
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Round  the  Lord  in  Glory  Seated. 
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Bishop  Richard  Mant. 
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"St.  Oswald."— Rev.  J.  R.  Dykes. 
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Filled  His   tern  -  pie 

Un  -  to  Thee    be 

"Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly, 

Thus    con-spire    we 


and  re  -  peat  -  ed,  Each  to 
glo  -  ry  giv  -  en,  Ho  -  ly, 
ho  -  ly,"  sing  -  ing,  "Lord  of 
to        a  -  dore  Hirn,  Bid    we 


each  th'al-ter-nate  hymn: 
ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly      Lord!" 
hosts,  the  Lord  most  High!" 
thus  our  an-them   flow: 


earn1  if  f  T  H^nr  fif  f  ff-yfl 


5  "Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! " 


6  Thus  Thy  glorious  Name  confessing, 
We  adopt  the  angels'  cry, 
Holy,  holy,  holy!  blessing 
Thee,  the  Lord  of  Hosts  most  high. 


(SECOND  HYMN,  for  Page  20.) 


Hail,  Thou  once  Despised  Jesus. 


1  Hail,  Thou  once  despised  Jesus, 

Hail,  Thou  Galilean  King! 
Thou  didst  suffer  to  release  us, 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring: 
Hail,  Thou  agonizing  Savior, 

Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame; 
By  Thy  merits  we  find  favor; 

Life  is  given  through  Thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid; 
By  Almighty  Love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made: 
All  Thy  people  are  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 


3  Jesus,  hail!  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  forever  to  abide: 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side. 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading; 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare; 
Ever  for  us  interceding 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

4  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays; 
Help  to  sing  our  Savior's  merits, 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 
Rev.  John  Bakewell. 
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Awake,  My  Soul,  in  Joyful  Lays. 


Samuel  Medley,    1.799. 
„  J  =  72. 
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"Loving-Kindness." 
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A  -  wake,   my    soul,  in  joy  -   ful     lays,     And    sing    thy  great 

He    saw     me      ru    -  ined  in      the    fall,     Yet    loved    me  not 

Tho'  num'rous  hosts  of  might-y      foes,     Tho'  earth    and  hell 

When  trouble,     like  a  gloom-y     cloud,    Has    gath-ered  thick, 
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deem  -  er's    praise;     He        just  -   ly       claims     a       song      from      thee,     His 

stand  -  ing  all;  He  saved  me  from  my  lost  es  -  tate,  His 
way  op  -  pose,  He  safe  -  ly  leads  my  soul  a  -  long,  His 
thun  -  dered    loud,      He        near     my      soul      has      al  -  ways     stood,     His 
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kind 
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ness, 
ness, 
ness, 


oh, 
oh, 
oh, 

oh, 


how  free! 

how  great! 

how  strong! 

how  good! 


Lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness, 

Lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness, 

Lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness, 

Lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness, 


lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness,  His  lov 

lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness,  His  lov 

lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness,  His  lov 

lov  -  ing  -  kind  -  ness,  His  lov 
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ness,  oh,  how  free! 

ness,  oh,  how  great ! 

ness,  oh,  how  strong! 

ness,  oh,  how  good! 
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All  Praise  to  the  Lamb. 
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Rev.  Charles  Wesley 


"Lyous."— Francis  Joseph  Haydn. 
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i.     All   praise  to      the  Lamb!  ac  -  cept  -  ed        I        am,     Thro'  faith   in      the 
2.  Not  a  cloud  doth    a  -  rise      to     dark  -  en      the      skies,      Or    hide   for       a 
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Sav  -  ior's        a    -    dor  -   a  -   ble   name:       In     Him      I       con   -    fide,      His 
mo  -  ment     my      Lord  from  mine  eyes:       In     Him      I       am       blest,        I 
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is       ap  -  plied;       For  me   He  hath  suf-fered,  for    me 
on     His  breast,     And  lo!     in  His  wounds  I  con  -  tin 


He    hath  died, 
ue      to    rest. 
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(SECOND  HYMN.) 

Ye  Servants  of  God,  Your  Master  Proclaim. 


1  Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim, 
And  publish  abroad  His  wonderful  name; 
The  name  all  victorious  of  Jesus  extol; 

His  kingdom  is  glorious,  and  rules  over  all. 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save; 
And  still  He  is  nigh;  His  presence  we  have: 
The  great  congregation   His  triumph  shall 

Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus,  our  King. 


3  "Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne," 
Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honor  the  Son: 

The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim, 
Fall  down  on  their  faces,  and  worship  the 
Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  Him  His  right, 
All  glory  and  power,  all  wisdom  and  might, 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing  for  infinite  love. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
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Crown  Him  with  Many  Crowns. 


M.  Bridges. 


"Diademata." — George  J.  Elvey. 
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i.  Crown  Him  with   ma   -   ny 

2.  Crown  Him  the     Lord  -of 

3.  Crown  Him  the     Lord    of 

4.  Crown  Him  the     Lord     of 
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crowns,  The     Lamb  up   • 

love!       Be  -   hold  His 

peace!  Whose  hand  a 

years,     The      Po    -  ten  ■ 


on        His  throne; 

hand    and  side, 

seep  -  ter  sways 

tate       of  time, 
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Hark!  how  the    heav'n  -  ly    anthem  drowns  All   mu  -  sic      but 
Those  wounds,  yet  vis  -  i    -    ble      a    -    bove,    In  beau  -  ty    glo  - 
From    pole   to    pole,    that    wars  may   cease,  And  all     be    pray'r 
Cre    -     a   -   tor      of       the     roll  -  ing  spheres,  In  -  ef  -  fa  -  bly 
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Of        Him     who     died      for  thee; 

Can      ful    -     ly        bear    that  sight, 

And     round    his      pi  ere  -  ed  feet, 

For      Thou    hast    died      for  me; 


A    -  wake,    my     soul,     and  sing 

No  an    -  gel      in        the  sky 

His  reign   shall    know   no  end, 

All  hail!     Re  -  deem  -  er,  hail! 
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And  hail  Him  as  thy  matchless  King  Thro'  all  e  -  ter 
But  downward  bends  His  wond'ring  eye  At  mys  -  ter  -  ies 
Fair  flow'rs  of  par  -  a  -  dise  ex  -  t  >nd,  Their  fra-grance  ev 
Thy  praise  shall  nev  -  er,    nev  -  er      fail,    Throughout  e   -    ter 
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PRAISE* 


God  of  Evening",  God  of  Morning. 
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Robert  I,.  Fletcher. 
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H.  R.  Palmer. 
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i.  God    of     even  ing,     God    of   morn-ing,  God     of      ev  -   er  -  last  -  ing  days; 

2.  All    Thy  won  drous  works  ad  -  mir  -  ing,  God  our    Sav  -  ior,  Lord    of  all, 

3.  Laud  and  lion  -  or,     praise  and  glo  -  ry,    Be       to    Thee,  O      God    most  high; 
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God  whose  glo  -  ry,  earth  a  -  dorn  -  ing,  Calls  for  end  -  less  songs  of 
Au  -  thor  of  the  soul's  as  -  pir  -  ing,  Hear  us  when  on  Thee  we 
All     the  saints  on     earth     a  -  dore  Thee,  An  -  gels  praise  Thee  in      the 
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call, 
sky. 
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All      our  hopes  to    Thee    con  -  fid  -  ing,    God      of    mer  -  cy,  God  of      love, 
Thee  we   praise   in    cease  -  less  meas-ure;    To    Thy  throne  lift    up   our    songs; 
God    of      even -ing,  God      of     morn-ing,    God      of      ev  -    er  -  last  ing    days; 
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Repeat  for  2d  and  3d  stanzas 
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In  Thy  prom  is  -  es  a  -  bid-ing,  Now  we  lift  our  eyes  a  -  bove. 
Thou  who  art  our  high-est  treas-ure,  Un  -  to  whom  all  praise  be-longs. 
God  whose  glo  -  ry,  earth  a  -  dorn-ing,  Calls  for  end  -  less  songs  of  praise.  A  -  men. 


m 


at 


m 


m 


m 


IK 


I 


B 


.PL 


f 


COPYRIGHT,    1892,  BY  H.    R.    PALMER.       BY   PERMISSION. 

PRAISE. 


26 


Fairest  Lord  Jesus. 


Hymn  and  Melody  of  12th  century 


"Crusader's  Hymn."— Har.  by  R.  S.  Willis. 


1.  Fair  -  est  Lord    Je    -    sus!      Rul  -  er     of    all        na  -  ture!         O      Thou     of 

2.  Fair     are   the      mead-ows,      Fair-er    still  the      wood-lands,    Robed  in       the 

3.  Fair      is    the      sun  -  shine,   Fair-er    still  the      moon-light,     And       the 
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God      and      man      the    Son!      Thee    will    I        cher  -  ish,  Thee  will      I 

bloom-ing       garb      of    spring;      Je   -  sus    is       fair  -   er,  Je    -  sus      is 

twmk-ling,      star  -   ry      host;       Je  -   sus  shines  bright-er,  Je    -  sus  shines 
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hon  -  or, 
pur  -  er, 
pur     -     er, 
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Thou!    my  soul's  glo  -  ry,        joy,      and      crown. 

Who   makes  the    wo  -  ful       heart       to         sing. 

Than     all     the     an  -  gels    heav'n    can       boast.      A    -    men. 
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Come,  O  my  Soul,  in  Sacred  Lays. 
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Thomas  Blacklock. 
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Arr.  from  Billeter  by  S.  L,.  Fish. 
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1.  Come,  O      my  soul,     in     sa-  cred  lays,  At-tempt  Thy  great  Cre  -  a  -  tor's  praise; 

2.  En-throned  a  -  mid  the  radiant  spheres, He,  glo  -  ry     like     a      garment  wears; 

3.  Raised  on     de  -  vo-tion's  loft  -y  wing,  Do   thou,  my    soul,  His    glo-ries  sing;' 
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Come,  O  my  Soul,  in  Sacred  Lays — Concluded.     27 
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But  oh,  what  tongue  can  speak  His  fame,  What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme 
To  form  a  robe  of  light  di  -  vine,  Ten  thous-and  suns  around  Him  shine 
And  let      His  praise  em-ploy  thy  tongue, Till  list'ning  worlds  shall  join  the  song 
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Light  of  the  Lonely 


Pilgrim's  Heart. 


sir  Edward  Denny. 
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Newbold." 

—Geo.  Kingsley. 

y \®  b "1 

'               1 

1 

/T   ^    b    *>         1 

- 

J       *i 

f  T»     ^   ') 

*              <fl 

"1 

iC  . 

i 

\         \ 

xs\)         Z    A 

9            d 

6              § 

£ 

j       j 

1.  Light       of 

2.  Coma,   bless 

3.  Bid          the 

4.  Je      -      sus, 

5.  Thine    was 
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world 
earth, 
peace 

J2. 


ing  day, 

land  sing 
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the  sea, 
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A  -  rise, 
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Break  forth 
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a    -     way,     Chase  all      our  griefs 

their  King,   And  own    Thee  as 

Thy     love,      In     mem-'ry  of 

for      Thee,    And  calls      a    -  loud 

Cry    Thine,  The  palm    of  vie    - 
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a  -  way ! 
their  King. 
Thy  love, 
for  Thee. 
Cry     Thine! 


Chase   all      our 
And    own  Thee 
In     mem  -  'ry 
And  calls     a    - 
The  palm    of 
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PRAISE. 


28         With  Songs  and  Honors  Sounding-  Loud. 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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'Ellacombe."— St.  Gall's  Collection. 
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With  songs  and  hon  -  ors  sound  -  ing  loud,  Ad  -  dress  the  Lord. on 
His  stead  -  y  coun  -  sels  change  the  face  Of  the  de  -  clin  -  ing 
He     sends    His  word  and  melts     the   snow,     The  fields   no     long  -  er 
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the  heav'ns  He  spreads  His  cloud,  And  wa  -  ters  veil     the 

the      sun      cut    short    His    race,    And  win  -  try  days      ap 

the    warm  -  er    gales    to      blow,  And  bids  the  spring  re 
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sky. 

pear. 

turn. 
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He    sends  His  show'rs  of    bless  -  ings  down,     To    cheer  the  plains  be    -low; 
His      hoar  -  y     frost,  His     flee   -  cy     snow,     De  -  scend  and  clothe  the    ground; 
The  chang-ing  wind,  the      fly   -  ing  cloud,     O    -    bey    His  might -y       word: 
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He  makes  the  grass  the  moun- tains  crown,  And  corn  in  val  -  leys  grow. 
The  liq  -  uid  streams  for-bear  to  flow,  In  i  -  cy  fet  -  ters  bound. 
With  songs  and  hon  -  ors,  sound  -  ing    loud,  Praise  ye        the    sov-'reign  Lord. 
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THANKSGIVING. 


Come,  Ye  Thankful  People,  Come. 
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Henry  Alford. 
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"  St  George."— George  J.  Elvey. 
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1.  Come,  ye  thank -ful     peo  -  pie,  come,  Raise     the  song    of     liar  -  vest  Home! 

2.  We       our-selves  are   God's  own   field,    Fruit      un  -  to     His  praise    to      yield: 

3.  Then,  thou  Church  Tri-um  pliant,  come,  Raise     the  song    of      har  -  vest  Home! 
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All        is    safe  -  ly      gath-ered     in,  Ere 

Wheat  and  tares  to   -  geth  -  er    sown,        Un 
All      are    safe  -  ly      gath  -  ered    in,        Free 
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the     win   -  ter  storms  be   -  gin: 
-  to      joy      or      sor    row  grown: 
from     sor  -  row,    free  from    sin: 
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God,  our  Mak  -  er,  doth  pro  -  vide 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
There,  for  -  ev  -  er       pu    -  ri  -    fied, 
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For      our  wants   to      be      sup -plied: 

Then      the  full     corn  shall     ap  -  pear: 

In      God's  gar  -  ner      to        a  -  bide: 
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Come     to    God's  own    tern  -  pie,    come,    Raise  the    song    of     Har  -  vest  Home! 
Grant,    O      Har -vest  -  Lord,  that      we      Wholesome  grain  and    pure    may    be. 
Come,  ten    thou -sand      an  -  gels,  come,    Raise  the      glo-rious  Har  -  vest  Home! 
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THANKSGIVING. 
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God  Eternal,  Lord  of  All. 
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Rev.  James  Elvin  Millard.  Tr. 


"Messiah."— Arr.  by  G.  Kingsley. 
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1.  God      e   -   ter  ■ 

2.  Glo  -   ri  -  fied 

3.  Mar-tyrs,      in 
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nal,    Lord    of      all!       Low  -  ly       at     Thy      feet    we      fall: 
a   -  pos  -  ties    raise,   Night  and  day,   con  -  tin  -  ual    praise; 
a        no  -   ble    host,     Of      Thy  cross   are    heard     to    boast; 
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All  the  world  doth  wor  -  ship  Thee;  We  a  -  midst  the  throng  would  be. 
Hast  Thou  not  a  mis  -  sion,  too,  For  Thy  children  here  to  do? 
Since  so  bright   the  crown  they  wear,     We    with  them  Thy     cross  would  bear. 
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All      tlie      ho  -  ly          an  -  gels     cry,  "Hail,  thrice-ho  -   ly,  God  most  high!" 

With  the  proph-ets'      good  -  ly       line      We       in      mys  -  tic  bond  com -bine; 

All    Thv  church,  in     heav'n  and    earth,    Je  -   sus!    hail   Thy  spot -less    birth; — 
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Lord  of  all  the  heav'n-ly  powers,  Be  the  same  loud  an  -  them  ours. 
For  Thou  hast  to  babes  re  -  vealed  Things  that  to  the  wise  were  sealed 
on      the   judg-ment  throne,  Num-ber      us        a  -  mong  Thine  own! 
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Lift  up  Your  Heads,  Ye  Mighty  Gates! 
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GeorG  Wkissel.  Tr.  by  Miss  C.  Winkwortii. 
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"Rockingham."— I.owkll  Mason. 
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1.  Lift         up      your    heads,       ye        might  -  y 

2.  The       Lord       is        just,  a  help  -    er 

3.  Oh,        blest      the      land,        the  cit    -     y 


gates! 

tried; 
blest, 


Be  -  hold,  the 
Mer  -  cy  is 
Where  Christ    the 


4.  Fling    wide      the       por    -    tals  of      your     heart;        Make       it 


J— Lj^ 

— I 1 1 


-z*- 


3 


King 
ev 
nil 
tern 


of 
er 
er 

pie, 


-&  -*-  -Or 
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at  His        side;  His 

is  con  -  fessed!  Oh, 

set  a    -    part  From 
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King      of  kings         is 

king  -    ly  crown         is 

hap  -    py  hearts,  and 

earth  -  ly         use  for 
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draw  -  ing  near,  The  Sav  -  ior  of 
hoi  -  i  -  ness;  His  scept  -  er,  pit 
hap  -    py      homes,       To        whom    this      King 
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the  world       is       here, 

y  in        dis  -    tress. 

of  tri  -  umph  comes 


heav'n's  em  -    ploy,  A    -    domed  with  prayer,      and        love,     and      joy. 
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5  Redeemer,  come!  I  open  wide 

My  heart  to  Thee:  here,  Lord,  abide! 
Let  me  Thy  inner  presence  feel, 
Thy  grace  and  love  in  me  reveal! 


6  So  come,  my  Sovereign!  enter  in, 
Let  new  and  nobler  life  begin; 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  guide  us  on, 
Until  the  glorious  crown  be  won! 
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Oh,  Worship  the  King  all-Glorious  Above. 


Sir  Robert  Graxt, 
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"Lyons."— Francis  Joseph  Haydn. 
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1.  Oh,   wor  -  ship     the  King      all  -  glo-rious     a  -  bove,     And  grate  -  ful  -  ly 

2.  Oh,  tell       of     His  might,  and    sing     of     His   grace,  Whose  robe    is      the 

3.  Thy  boun  -  ti   -   ful  care  what  tongue  can     re  -   cite?       It  breathes  in      the 

4.  Frail  chil-dren     of  dust,     and     fee  -  ble     as      frail,       In    Thee    do      we 
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light, 
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space; 
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air, 
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shines   in     the 
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It     streams  from  the 
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nor 

find    Thee  to 
1 

fail; 

Thy     mer  -  cies   how 

ten  -  der! 

how 
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An  -  cient  of  days.  Pa  -  vil  -  ioned  in  splen-dor,  and  gird-ed  with  praise, 
thunder-clouds  form,  And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm, 
scends  to     the  plain,  And  sweet -ly       dis- tills     in     the    dew  and    the    rain. 
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*      *        * 

and  Friend. 

0       f 

— £~ 

s 

2                  m 

{*:■  0    m 

a  •  * 

XL,  -f 

1 

The  Morning-  Bright,  With  Rosy  Light. 


T.  O.  Summers. 
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1.  The  morn-ing  bright,  "With    ro  -  sy     light,    Has  waked  me     from  my    sleep, 

2.  All      thro'  the    day      I      hum-bly    pray,     Be      Thou  my  Guard  and   Guide; 

3.  Oh,   make  Thy   rest   With  -  in     my  breast.  Great   Spir  -  it        of      all    grace; 
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WORSHIP. 


The  Morning  Bright,  With  Rosy  Light — Concluded.  33 
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Fa  -  tlier,  I     own  Thy  love    a  -  lone    Thy    lit  -  tie  one  doth  keep. 

My    sins  for-give,And      let    me   live,  Blest   Je  -  sus.near  Thy  -side. 

Make  me  like  Thee, -Then  shall  I      be     Pre-pared  to     see    Thy  face. 
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My  Soul  Awake,  Thy  Rest  Forsake. 


Jane  E.  Livock. 
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"Bracondale."— Josiah  Booth. 
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1.  My  soul,  a  -  wake,  Thy  rest  for  -  sake,  And  greet  the  morn  -  ing   light! 

2.  With  courage  drest,  Strong-hearted,  blest,  Ful  -  fill    thy  work        a  -  broad; 

3.  A  -  mid  the   strife    Of     dai  -  ly      life,  A    -   mid    its  noon  -  tide    heat, 

4.  In      lib  -  er   -   ty      Of      ho  -  ly      glee,  Ac  -  cept  thy  child -hood's  part; 
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With  song  a  -  rise,- Glad  sac-  ri  -  fice      For  mer-cies  of       the  night. 

Fear  less  and  true,  Thy   way  pur-sue,      A      hap  -  py  child  of   God. 

Fear   not    to  miss    Thy    se- cret  bliss, -The   rest   of  son  -  ship  sweet. 

And  thou  shalt  find,  By  faith  enshrined,  The     Fa-ther  in       thy  heart.    A  -  men. 


^^^aga^gfl 


w\ 


^=^ 


r 


O  blesse"d  rest, 

With  such  a  Guest 
Life's  duty  grows  divine, 

Dross  becomes  gold, 

And,  as  of  old, 
The  water  turns  to  wine. 


Eternal  praise 

To  Thee  we  raise, 
Who  deign'st  with  men  to  dwell. 

Great  Word  of  God, 

Jehovah!  Lord! 
Adored  Immanuel! 
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When  the  Morn  is  Bright  and  Fair. 


Paulina." 
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"Blumcnthal."— J.  Blumenthal. 
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i.  When  the    morn     is   bright  and    fair,    When  sweet  songsters  charm  the      air, 

2.  In       the      sol    -  i  -   tude      a  -   part,       In       the     wil  -  der  •-  ness    or      mart, 

3.  When  the      ev-'ning  sun      is       red,    When  each    bios  -  som  droops  its    head, 
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I  will  lift  my  voice  in  pray'r, 
Oh!  my  sore  -  ly  tempt -ed  heart, 
Kneeling  low      be  -  side    my      bed, 


will  seek  my 
will  seek  my 
will    seek      my 
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Lest  my  feet  should  go 
In  the  dark  -  ness  as 
That     I      slum  -  ber      in 


a  -  stray  From  His  pure  and  per  -  feet  way, 
the  day  He  shall  be  my  Guide  and  Stay; 
His   care,  Shield  -  ed   from     each    harm  -  ful    snare 
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Lest      I    grieve  Him    as        I        may, 

I      will    lean     on     Him     al   -   way^ 

And     for      life      or    death    pre  -  pare; 


I  will  seek  my  Fa  -  -  ther. 
I  will  seek  my  Fa  -  -  ther. 
I       will    seek      my      Fa    -    -    ther. 
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MORNING. 


Lord!  in  the  Morning-  Thou  Shalt  Hear 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
60. 


the  morn-ing    Thou  shalt  hear    My  voice  as  -   cend 

all 
shall 


1.  Lord!  iu 

2.  Up       to      the   hills   where  Christ  is    gone  To   plead  for 

3.  Thou  art      a      God     be   -  fore  whose  sight  The  wick- ed 

4.  O         may  Thy  Spir  -  it       guide  my     feet  In    ways    of 
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His  saints, 
not  stand; 
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To    Thee    will       I      di   -  rect      my   prayer,  To     Thee    lift      up  mine  eye: — 

Pre -sent-  ing       at     His  Fa  -  ther's  throne,  Our  songs  and    our  complaints. 

Sin-ners    shall  ne'er  be  Thy      de  -   light,    Nor  dwell   at      Thy  right  hand. 

Make  ev  -  'ry       path  of  du    -    ty   straight,  And  plain    be  -  fore  my      face. 
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The  Radiant  Morn  Hath  Passed. 


G.  Thring. 


"Sunset."— J.  Barnby. 
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i.     The    ra  -  diant  morn  hath  passed  a  -  way,  And  spent  too  soon  her  gold-en  store; 

2.  Our   life      is      but    an      au  -  tumn  day,     Its    glorious  noon  how  quick  ly  past! 

3.  O        by    Thy  soul -in  -  spir  -  ing  grace  Up-  lift   our  hearts  to  realms  on  high; 

4.  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotdess  white,  And  ev-'ning  shad-ows  nev  -  er    fall; 
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The    shad  -  ows      of      de  -  part  -  ing    day  Creep   on     once  more. 

Lead    us,       O   Christ.Thou  liv  -  ing  Way,  Safe    home  at  last. 

Help    us        to     look     to     that  bright  place  Be  -  yond  the  sky, — 
Where  Thou,  E  -  ter  -  nal   Light  of     light,  Art     Lord    of       all.         A 
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MORNING— EVENING. 
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R.  Heber. 


God,  That  Madest  Earth  and  Heaven. 

"Temple."— E.  J-  Hopkins. 
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1.  God,     that      mad  -   est     earth     and     heav  -   en,     Dark  -  ness      and     light, 

2.  Guard    us       wak  -  ing,   guard      us      sleep  -  ing;     And    when      we       die, 


1 


1  I  I', 'i  M    ' 


p^f 


M 


^Tf    P    P-tf 


1 


Who      the       day      for       toil      hast       giv  -  en,       For       rest      the       night, - 
May       we,        in      Thy    might  -  y       keep  -  ing,      All      peace  -  ful  lie. 
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May  Thine  an  -  gel  -  guards  de  -  fend    us,    Slum-ber  sweet  Thy  mer-  cy  send  us, 
When  the    last  dread     call  shall  wake  us,     Do    not  Thou,  our  God,  for-sake  us, 
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Ho  -  ly  dreams  and  hopes  at  -  tend     us    This      live  -  long    night. 

But     to    reign      in    glo  -  ry    take     us,  With    Thee     on       high.       A  -  men. 
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EVENING. 


Savior,  Breathe  an  Evening-  Blessing. 


37 


James  Edmeston 


"Sanctuary."— Rev.  J.  B.  Di'KES. 
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1.  Sav  •   ior,  breathe  an    ev- 'ning  bless -ing    Ere    re- pose  our    eye -lids  seal; 

2.  Though  the  night    be  dark   and  drear  -  y,    Darkness  can  not  hide  from  Thee; 
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Sin     and   want      we  come  con  -  fess- ing;  Thou  canst  save  and  Thou  canst  heal. 
Thou  art      He     who,   nev  -  er     wea  -  ry,Watch-est  where  Thy  peo  -  pie      be. 
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Though  de-struc- tion  walk     a  -  round    us,  Though  the  ar-  rows  past     us     fly, 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'er- take     us,    And    our  couch  be- come    our  tomb, 


fc*. 


$gEE^ 


i-J= 


bi 


£=e 


/a 


1 


s 


tS: 


S5 


: 


^~S     J,  ■  ^^r- 


An  -  gel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us:  We  are  safe,  for  Thou  art  nigh. 
May   the  morn   in  heav'n  a- wake  us,    Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom.  A -men. 
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Now  the  Day  is  Over. 
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Barixg-Gould. 
60. 


"MerriaL" — J.  Ear.nbt. 
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day 
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Shad  -  ows  of  the  ev  -  'ning 
With  Thy  ten-d'rest  bless  -  ing 
Guard  the  sail  -  ors  toss  -  ing 
Those  who  plan  some  e      -       vil, 


Steal 
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From 
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cross  the 
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deep    blue 


their  sin     re 


sky. 
close. 
sea. 
strain.  A 
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ev-'ning  Steal 

5  Through  the  long  night-watches 

May  Thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Watchinsr  round  mv  bed. 
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6  When  the  morning  wakens, 
Then  may  I  arise 
Pure  and  fresh  and  sinless 
In  Thv  holv  eves. 


The  Day  is  Gently  Sinking-. 
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60.  Christopher  Wordsworth. 
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1.  The   day    is    "gen  -   tly     sink  -  ing       to  a       close, 

2.  In     that  last  sun   -    set    when  the      stars      shall     fall, 


Faint  -  er    and 
May    we      a  - 
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yet  more  faint    the  sun-light  glows;   O  Brightness  of    Thy  Fa  -  thers  gio-ry, 

rise,    a  -  wak  -  ened  bv    Thy     call,  With  Thee,  O  Lord,  for  ev  -     er      to     a  - 
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EVENING. 


The  Day  is  Gently  Sinking — Concluded. 
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Thou,      E  -  ter  -  nal  Light    of       light; 
bide,        In    that    blest  day  which   has 


be  with    us     now. 
no      e  -   ven  -  tide. 
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Sweet  is  the  Light  of  Sabbath  Eve. 


J.  Edmeston. 
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'Abends."— H.  S.  Oakeley. 
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i.  Sweet     is  the 

2.  The      time,  how 

3.  Sea    -    son  of 

4.  Nor       will  our 


light       of  Sab  -    bath  eve,  And  soft      the 

love    -    ly  and  how  still!  Peace  shines  and 

rest!       the  tran  -    quil  soul  Feels  the    sweet 

days       of  toil  be  long;  Our  pil  -  grim- 
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sun -beams    ling 
smiles     on        all 
calm. 
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'ring    there;     For   these  blest  hours    the 
be   -   low, —  The   plain,  the  stream,  the 
love:     And  while  these    sa  -  cred 
trod,      And     we    shall    join     the 
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Waft  -  ed  on 
All      fair  with 

Faith  sees  the 
The     end  -  less 
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wings      of  faith      and   prayer, 

ev     -    'ning's  set    -    ting    glow, 

smil   -    ing  heav'n     a   -  bove. 

Sab    -  bath  of  our      God.         A 
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The  Day  is  Past  and  Over. 
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"St.  Anatolius."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern.     . 
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1.  The     day    is      past   and     o  -   ver; 

2.  The    toils    of     day     are    o   -   ver; 

3.  Light-en    mine  eyes,  O     Sav  -  ior, 

4.  Be    Thou  my   soul's  pre -server; 
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All   thanks,  O    Lord,   to        Thee;     I 
I      raise     the  hymn  to        Thee,     And 
Or    sleep    in     death    shall       I,         And 
For    Thou    a  -  lone    dost      know  How 
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pray  Thee  now  that  sin  -  less    The    hours  of    dark  may    be:  O      Je  -  kus, 

ask     that    free   from  per  -  il       The    hours  of    dark  may     be:  O      Je  -  sus, 

he,      my    wake-ful    tempt  -  er,    Tri  -  umph-ant  -  ly  shall     cry  "A-gainst  him 

ma  -  ny    are    the      per    -  ils    Thro'  which   I    have  to       go:  O      lov  -  ing 
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keep  me  in  Thy  sight,  And  guard  me  thro'  the   com-  ing     night, 
keep  me  in  Thy  sight,   And  guard  me  thro'  the  com  -   ing     night. 
I    have   now  pre-vailed;  Re-joice!  the  child     of    God      has      failed." 
Je -sus,  hear  my  call,     And  guard   and  save   me  from     them    all. 


A  -  men. 
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Savior,  Breathe  an  Evening  Blessing. 

James  Edmeston.  Geo.  C.  Stebbins,  by  per. 


1.  Sav-  ior,  breathe  an  ev  -  'ning  bless-ing,  Ere  re  -  pose    our  spir  -  its      seal: 

2.  Tho'  de  -  struc  -  tion  walk   a  -  round  us,     Tho'  the   ar   -  rows  past   us      fly, 

3.  Tho' the  night  be   dark   and  drear- y,     Dark-ness  can- not    hide  from  Thee; 

4.  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'er-take  us,  And  our  couch  be-come   our  tomb, 
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Savior,  Breathe  an  Evening-  Blessing— Concluded.  41 
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Sin    and  want    we   come  con-fess-ing;    Thou  canst  save   and    Thou  canst  heal. 
An  -  gel-guards  from  Thee  sur-round  us;     We     are    safe       if     Thou     art    nigh. 
Thou  art     He    who,  nev  -  er  wea  -  ry,  Watch- est  where  Thy  peo   -  pie     be. 
May  the  morn    in  heav'n  a -wake  us,     Clad     in   bright   and   death -less  bloom 
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Now  from  the  Altar  of  Our  Hearts. 


John  Mason. 

J  =60. 


"  Evan."— Rev.  W.  M.  Havergal. 
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from  the     al  -    tar       of   our  hearts,  Let    warmest  thanks    a  - 

day  God  was      our     sun  and  shield,  Our   keep-er   and      our 

■  utes  and   mer  -  cies     mul  -ti  -  plied,   Have  made  up    all      this 

time,  new  fa  -  vors,   and  new  joys,      Do       a    new  song     re  - 
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quire: 
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As  -  sist      us,    Lord,     to        of-fer    up        Our      ev'ning  sac   -    ri  -  fice. 
His   care   was      on       our  weakness  shown,  His      mercies  mul   -  ti  -  plied. 
Min-utes  came  quick,  but     mer-cies  were     More  swift  and  free    than   they. 
Till    we   shall  praise  Thee    as    we  would,     Ac  -  cept  our  heart's  de  -  sire. 
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( SECOND  HYMN.) 


In  Mercy,  Lord,  Remember  Me. 


1  In  mercy,  Lord,  remember  me, 

Through  all  the  hours  of  night, 
And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
The  safeguard  of  Thy  might. 

2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 

Since  Thou  wilt  not  remove; 


Oh,  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
Rejoicing  in  Thy  love. 

Or  if  this  night  should  prove  my  last, 
And  end  my  transient  days, 

Lord,  take  me  to  Thy  promised  rest, 
Where  I  may  sing  Thy  praise. 

John  F.  Herzog. 
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Holy  Father,  Cheer  our  Way. 


R.  H.  Robinson. 
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"Irene."— C.  C.  Scholefield. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly      Fa  -  ther,  cheer  our    way    With   Thy   love's  per  -  pet  -  ual    ray; 

2.  Ho  -  ly      Sav-ior,   cairn    our    fears  When  earth's  brightness  dis  -  ap  -  pears; 

3.  Ho  -  ly      Spir-it,     be     Thou  nigh    When    in    nior  -  tal    pains  we    lie; 

4.  Ho  -  ly,      Bless -ed  Trin  -  i   -    ty,      Dark-ness     is      not    dark    to    Thee; 
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Grant  us   ev  -  'ry     clos-ing    day 
Grant  us    in     our     la  -  ter    years 
Grant  us,  as    we   come  to     die, 
Those  Thou  keepest   al-ways  see 


ev-  'ning-time. 

ev  -  'ning-time. 
ev  -  'ning-time. 
ev  -  'ning-time. 
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G.  Rawson. 
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Father  of  Love  and  Power. 


"Kirby ."— E    BUNNETT. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther      of     love      and      pow'r,     Guard    Thou   our    ev  -  'ning      hour, 

2.  Je  -    sus,     Im  -  man   -   u   -     el, 

3.  Spir  -   it      of    truth      and      love, 
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Come      in       Thy     love      to        dwell 
Life    -    giv  -  ing,    ho   -     ly        Dove, 
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Shield  with  Thy  might!  For  all  Thy  care  this  day        Our  grateful  thanks  we  pay, 

In    hearts  con -trite;     For  ma  -  ny  sins  we  grieve,   But  we  Thy  grace  re-  ceive, 

Shed  forth  Thy    light;   Heal  ev-'ry  sin-ner's  smart,      Still  ev- ry  throbbing  heart, 
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Father  of  Love  and  Power— Concluded. 
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And       to      our      Fa  -  ther 
And       on     Thy   word    be    - 
And  Thine  own  peace  im  - 


m 


£=£ 


b  i-   r 


Bless 
Bless 
Bless 


r 


us 
us 
us 


to 
to 
to 


night. 
night, 
night. 


r 


©>■ 


43 


A   -  men. 
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Now  God  be  With  Us,  for  the  Night. 


Barnby's  Hymnary. 


"Evening  Shadows."— J.  BarnbV. 
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i.  Now    God 

2.  Let        e    - 

3.  Let_      pi  - 

4.  Praise  be 
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be     with      us,       for  the  night  is      clos  -  ing;   The    light    and 

vil  thoughts  and   spir-its    flee  be  -  fore     us:     Till    morn -ing 

ous  thoughts  be    ours  when  sleep  o'er-takes  us;    Our      ear  -  liest 

to     Thee,  through  Je-sus  our  sal  -  va  -  tion,  God,  Three    in 
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dark  -  ness    are      of     His     dis   -   pos   - 
com  -   eth,  watch,  O       Fa -ther,     o'er 
thoughts  be    Thine  when  morn-ing  wakes 
One,      the     Rul  -  er      of     ere    -    a   - 
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ing,    And  'neath  His     shad  -  ow 

us;       In       soul    and      bod   -    y 

us;      All      sick    and  mourn  -  ers 

tion,  High-throned,  o'er  all     Thine 
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here      to      rest    we     yield      us;     For     He      will     shield 
Thou  from  harm  de  -  fend       us:   Thine   an  -  gels     send 
we        to     Thee  com-mend  them:  Do  Thou      be  -  friend 
eye       of      mer-cy     cast  -   ing,   Lord     ev    -    er  -  last 
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Glory  to  Thee,  My  God,  This  Night. 


Rev.  Thomas  Ken. 


"Tallis'  Hymn."— Thomas  Tallis,  1560. 
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1.  Glo  -  ry    to  Thee, my  God,  this  night,  For    all     the    bless-ings   of  the    light; 

2.  For-give  me,Lord,  for  Thy   dear  Son,    The     ill  which     I       this  day  have  done: 

3.  Teach  me  to   live.that    I     may  dread    The  grave  as      lit  -    tie    as  my     bed: 
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Keep  me,  oh, keep  me,King  of  kings!  Be-neath  Thine  own  al-might-y  wings. 

That  with  the  world, myself,and  Thee,  I,    ere     I  sleep,  at   peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to    die,  that  so     I    may   Rise  glorious  at    the  judg-ment-day.  A  -  men. 
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4  Oh,  let  my  soul  on  Thee  repose,  I5  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close!  Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 

Sleep,  which  shall  me  more  vigorous  make,       Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake.  I     Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 

Savior,  Again  to  Thy  Dear  Name  We  Raise. 


Rev.  John  Ellerton. 
J  =  60. 
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1.  Sav  -    ior,       a  -  gain       to       Thy   dear  name   we  raise,    With      one  ac- 

2.  Grant    us    Thy  peace,  Lord,  thro'    the     com-ing  night,  Turn    Thou  for 

3.  Grant    us    Thy  peace  through-out   our     earth  -  ly  life,      Our     balm  in 
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cord,      our      part  -   ing    hymn       of 
us  its      dark  -  ness        in    -    to 

sor  -    row      and      our      stay        in 


praise;    We       rise      to      bless    Thee 

light;  From   harm  and      dan   -  ger 

strife;  Then,  when  Thy    voice     shall 
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Savior,  Again  to  Thy  Dear  Name— Concluded 
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ere   our  wor-sliip  cease,    And   now    de  -  part  -  ing,  wait  Thy    word   of    peace. 

keep  Thy  chil  dren   free,     For  dark   and    light    are    both     a   -   like     to    Thee. 

bid  our  con-flict  cease,    Call     us,      O      Lord,    to  Thine    e   -   ter  -  nal   peace. 
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Abide  With  Me. 


'Eventide."— w.  H.  Monk. 
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A    -    bide  with     me!     Fast    falls    the       e  -  ven 
Swift    to       its     close    ebbs     out    life's    lit  -  tie 
I         need  Thy    pres  -  ence      ev  -  'ry    pass  -  ing 
I         fear      no       foe,      with   Thee     at    hand     to 
Hold  Thou  Thy    cross    be  -  fore    my  clos  -  ing 
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-  tide,    The    dark  -  ness 
day;  Earth's  joys  grow 
hour;  What,  but     Thy 
bless;    Ills    have     no 
eyes!   Shine  thro'    the 
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dim,       its        glo  - 
grace,    can       foil 
weight,  and     tears 
gloom,  and    point 
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e         a    -    bide!  When    oth  -  er     help    -  ers 
ss        a    -    way;  Change  and     de  -  cay          in 
apt  -  er's    pow'r?  Who,    like  Thy  -  self,        my 
t  -    ter  -  ness;  Where    is  death's  sting?  where, 
>        the    skies;  Heav'n's  morning  breaks  and 
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fail,    and   com -forts   flee,  Help    of    the  help -less,    oh,  a  -  bide  with  me! 

all        a  -  round     I      see;     O     thou,  who  chang-est    not,  a  -  bide  with  me! 

guide  and  stay     can     be?  Thro' cloud  and  sun- shine,  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me' 

grave,  thy  vie   -    to   -  ry?      I        tri-umph  still,     if     Thou  a  -  bide  with  me! 

earth's  vain  shad-ows  flee!     In     life,   in    death,    O    Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me! 
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Now,  on  Land  and  Sea  Descending-. 


S.    IyONGFELLOW. 


"Peace."— Edward  Hodges. 
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1.  Now,    on    land    and   sea    de-scend-ing,  Brings  the  night    its   peace  pro -found; 

2.  Now,  our  wants  and  bur-dens  leav-ing      To      His  care  Who  cares  for    all, 
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Let    our    ves  -  per-hymn     be  blend -ing  With  the     ho  -  ly  calm    a -round. 
Cease  we    fear  -  ing,  cease    we  griev  -  ing:    At     His  touch  our  bur-dens  fall. 
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Soon    as    dies    the     sun  -  set    glo  -  ry,   Stars    of  heav'n  shine  out  a  -  bove, 
As       the  dark-  ness  deep  -  ens  o'er      us,      L,o!     e  -    ter  -  nal  stars  a  -  rise; 
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Tell-  ir*»  still  the    an-cient  sto  -  ry, — Their  Cre  -  a-tor's  changeless  love. 
Hope  and  faith  and  love  rise  glo-rious,  Shin -ing  in  the  spir  -  it's  skies.   A -men. 
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Rev.  John  Ellerton. 
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"  Ellerton."— E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Sav     -  ior,  a  -    gain  to          Thy  dear 

2.  Grant  us  Thy  peace        up    -     on  our 

3.  Grant  us  Thy  peace,     Lord,      thro'  the 

4.  Grant  us  Thy  peace   through  -  out  our 
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name       we  raise, 

home  -  ward  way; 

com    -    ing  night, 

earth   -    ly  life, 
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With  Thee  be 

Turn  Thou  for 

Our  balm  in 
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stay  in  strife; 
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We  rise 

Guard  Thou 

From  harm 

Then,  when 
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to  bless      Thee        ere  our  wor    -  ship  cease, 

the          lips        from        sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 

and          dan    -    ger  keep  Thy  chil    -  dren  free, 

Thy  voice      shall  bid  our  con    -  flict  cease, 
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The  Shadows  of  the  Evening  Hours. 


Adelaide  A.  Procter. 


"St.  Leonard."— Henry  Hii-es. 
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1.  The    shad-ows    of      the     ev  » 'ning  hours    Fall  from   the    dark-'ning  sky; 

2.  The    sor  -  rows    of     Thy    serv  -  ants,  Lord,  Oh,  do        not  Thou    de  -  spise; 

3.  Slow  -  ly      the    rays    of     day-light    fade;     So    fade    with  -  in    the    heart 
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Up  -  on    the      fra-grance    of    the  flow'rs  The    dews    of  ev  -  'ning    lie: 

But     let    the      in  -  cense    of    our  pray'rs  Be  -  fore    Thy  mer  -  cy      rise. 

The  hopes  in    earth  -  ly    love    and   joy     That    one    by  one    de    -  part. 
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fore    Thy  throne,  O  Lord    of    heav'n,  We  kneel   at    close    of      day; 
brightness    of    the    com  -  ing    night     Up  -  on     the    dark-ness    rolls; 
-  ly    the    bright  stars,  one  by    one,     With  -  in    the    heav  -  ens    shine; 
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Look  on  Thy  chil-dren  from  on  high,  And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 
With  hopes  of  fut  -  ure  glo  -  ry  chase  The  shad-ows  from  our  souls. 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heav'n,  And  trust  in  things  di  -  vine.      A  -  men. 
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Now  I  Lay  Me  Down  to  Sleep. 
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Mary  A.  I,athbury. 
J  =80. 


(A  cradle  song  of  the  soul.)         Melody  by  Mary  A.  Lathbury. 

liar,  by  T.  F.  SEWARD. 
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1.  Now         I  lay        me    down     to    sleep,  In      Thy     shad-ows 

2.  If      I       should     die  be  -  fore       I     wake,      For  Thy     un    -  fail  -  ing 
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soft    and     deep,     I     pray  Thee,  Lord,  my    soul     to     keep.     I 
mer  -  cy's  sake,     I     pray  Thee,  Lord,  my    soul     to     take.     If 


lay  me, 

I  should 
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Lord, 
die 
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A   -   mong    Thy     shad  -  ows      soft      and      dark      and      deep,         I 
In    some     deep   dream    and      nev   -     er      here        a    -    wake,        If 
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pray    Thee,  Lord,  A  helpless  soul  that  leans  on  Thee,  to  keep. 

.  I        should  die,     I   trust  Thee,  Lord,  my  sleeping  soul  to  take/         A  -  men. 
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O  Sacred  Head,  Now  Wounded. 


Rev.  Jas.  w.  Alexander. 


"Gerhardt." — J.  P.  Holbrook. 
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i.      O        sa  -   cred  Head,  now  wound-ed,     With   grief    and  shame  weighed  down, 

2.  What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast    suf  -   fered,  Was      all       for      sin  -   ners'     gain: 

3.  What  Ian  -  guage  shall  I       bor   -   row,      To  thank  Thee,  dear  -  est      Friend, 

4.  Be     near    when   I       am      dy    -    ing,      Oh,  show    Thy   cross      to  me! 
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What  bliss, 

till    now      was  Thine! 

Lo! 

here 

I        fall, 
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Lord, 

make 
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Nor     let 

me     faith -less    prove: 
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new  faith 
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sus    shall    not     move; 
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Yet.  though   de-spisedand      go 
Look     on        me    with  Thy      fa 
Oh,        let       me      nev  -  er,      nev 
For       he       who   dies     be   -  liev 


ry,        I       joy        to      call    Thee  mine, 

vor,  Vouch-safe       to      me      Thy  grace. 

er,         A  -  buse    such     dy    -   ing  love! 

ing,    Dies  safe   -    ly— thro'     Thy  love! 
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THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 


The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth  to  War. 


Bishop  Heher 
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A.  Macdo.nald. 


1.  The  Son     of    God   goes  forth   to    war,        A    king-ly  crown  to 

2.  The  mar  -  tyr  first,  whose    ea  -  gle    eye    Could  pierce  be-yond   the 

3.  A      glo-rious  band,  the     cho-sen  few,        On  whom  the  Spir  -  it 

4.  A       no  -  ble    ar  -   my— men  and  boys,     The   ma  -  tron  and    the 
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His    blood-red     ban-ner  streams  a  -    far!         Who     fol  -  lows    in      His  train? 

Who  saw    his   Mas-ter       in      the     sky,        And  called  on      Him    to  save' 

Twelve  val-iant  saints, their  hope  they  knew,  And  mocked  the   cross  and  flame 

A  -  round   the   Sav-ior's  throne  re  -  joice,      In      robes    of     light    ar  -  rayed 
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Who  best  can  drink  His  cup  of  woe,  Tri  -  umph-ant  o  -  ver 
Like  Him,  with  par  -  don  on  his  tongue,  In  midst  of  mor-tal 
Tbey  met  the  ty- rant's  brandished  steel,  The  li  -  on's  go  -  ry 
They  climbed  the  steep  as -cent       of    heav'n  Thro'  per  -  il,     toil   and 
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Who  pa-tient  bears  His  cross  be-  low,— He  fol -lows 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong:  Who  fol  -  lows 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to  feel:  Who  fol  -  lows 
O       God,  to      us    may  grace  be    giv'n      To     fol  -  low 
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in       His  train, 
in       His  train? 

in  their  train? 

in  their  train.   A-men. 
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We  March  to  Victory. 
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G.  Moultrie. 
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J.  Barnby. 
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I.  We  march,  we  march   to      vie  -   to    -  ry,    With  the  cross      of     the  Lord     be- 
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us,      With    His     lov    -  ing       eye    look  -  ing  down    from  the 
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And  His  ho  -  ly    arm  spread  o'er       us,     His     ho  -  ly       arm  spread  o'er 

His       arm 
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1 .  We  come 

2.  Our  sword 

3.  And    the  choir 
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ar    -    mor      bright  to       meet      Him;   And  we     put        to  flight       the 

hel   -    met        His     sal    -    va    -    tion;       Our  ban  -   ner   the  cross      of 

march    to   the  gold  -  en        Zi    -     on;       For  our    Cap  -  tain  has  bro  -  ken    the 
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We  March  to  Victory— Concluded. 
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ar  -  mies     of     night     That    the  sons      of     the    day      may        greet        Him 
Cal     -      -  va    -     ry,  Our  watch-word— the  In    -   car     -      na    -      tion' 

bra     -    -    zen    gates,        And  burst      the  bars        of  i      .      ron  ' 
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The  sons  of  the  day  may  greet  Him. 
Our  watch-word— the  In  -  car  -  na  -  tion. 
And        burst  the      bars       of  i     -     ron.' 


We  march,  we  march    to 


vie  -     to   -     ry,     With     the    cross     of     the  Lord     be  -    fore        us      With  His 
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lov  -  ing     eye   look-  ing    down  from    the    sky,     And    His     ho   -  ly     arm  spread 
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Onward,  Christian  Soldiers. 


Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould. 


"St.  Gertrude."— Sir  A.  Sullivan. 
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i.  On-ward,  Christian  sol  -  diers,  Marching  as    to     war,  With  the  cross  of     Je   -  sus 

2.  Like   a  might-y       ar  -    my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  we    are  tread-ing 

3.  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, But  the  Church  of  Je  -  sus 

4.  On-ward, then,  ye    peo  -   pie,  Join  our  hap-py  throng;  Blend  with  ours  your  voic-es 
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Go-  ing     on     be  -  fore.  Christ,  the  roy  -  al    Mas  -  ter,     Leads    a -gainst  the      foe; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not   di  -  vid   -   ed,      All     one     bod    -  y       we; 
Con  -  stant  will  re  -  main;  Gates  of  hell  can  nev  -  er     'Gainst  that  Church  pre-  vail; 
In     the     tri  -  umph  song;  Glo-ry,  laud,  and  hon  -  or,     Un  -     to     Christ  the  King; 
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Chorus. 


a J=^ ^ • d  9         -%■ 


3=f=r=2=d 


Onward,  Christian 


For  -  ward     in    -   to      bat  -   tie,  See,  His  ban  -  ners     go. 

One     in     hope    and    doc  -  trine,  One     in  char  -  i   -    ty 

We  have  Christ's  own  prom-  ise,  And  that  can  -  not     fail. 

This  thro'  count-less    a     -    ges,  Men  and  an   -   gels  sing. 
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sol  diers,  Marching  as   to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Je-sus    Go-ing  on  be-fore, 

war,  With  the  cross     of  Je-sus 
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Brightly  Gleams  Our  Banner. 
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Rev.  Thomas  J.  Potter. 
J  =  66 


"St.  Alban's."-Arr.  fr.  Haydn. 
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i.  Brightly  gleams  our  banner,  Pointing  to     the  sky,    Wav-ing  wand'rers  on-ward 

2.  Je  -  sus,  Lord  and  Mas-ter,     At    Thy  sa-cred  feet,  Here  with  hearts  re-joic-ing 

3.  All    our  days  di  -  rect   us        In     the  way  we    go;     Lead   us    on     vic-to-rious 

4.  Onward,  then,  ye  peo  -  pie,    Join  our  hap-py  throng;  Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

A     -0-    -0-      ^       -  -&-  ^-     -&- 


@fc 


£4jf^if 

I       I     I1       '      II 


r 


&- 


W 


e 


f 


m 


'. 


mm 


3 


^2> 


^= 


7^  -  — Ff, 

To  their  home  on  high.  Journ'ying  o'er  the  des  -  ert,       Glad-ly    thus  we       pray, 
See  Thy  children  meet;  Oft  -en  have  we       left    Thee,     Oft  -  en  gone   a  -    stray; 
O  -  ver    ev-'ry    foe:  Bid  Thine  an-gels    shield   us      When  the  storm-clouds  lower; 
In    the  triumph-song;  Glo-ry,  laud,  and     hon  -   or,         Un  -  to  Christ  the     King- 
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Chorus. 
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And  with  hearts  u  -  nit  -  ed,  Take  our  heavenward  way 
Keep  us,  mighty  Sav-ior,  In  the  nar-row  way. 
Par  -  don  Thou  and  save  us  In  the  last  dread  hour. 
This  thro' end-less    a  -  ges,  Men  and   an-gels   sing. 

-J 


V  J        I  - 


Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 


* 


p^tffi^fimai^i 


i    i    i 


J      J      «L 


'    '    '    -rv/  rcr-  ■+-&-+    -+-  -,r 


^H 


Point-ing  to    the   sky,  Wav-ing  wand'rers  on    -    ward     To    their  home  on  high. 
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May  be  sung  also  to  "St.  Gertrude,"  on  opposite  page. 
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Brightly  Gleams  Our  Banner. 


Rev.  Thomas  J.  Potter. 
J.  =  63. 


"St.  Theresa."— Sir  A.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Bright-ly  gleams  our  banner.Pointing  to  the    sky,       Wav-ing  wand'rers  on-ward 

2.  Je  -  sus,  Lord  and  Mas  ter,    At  Thy  sa-cred   feet,  Here  with  hearts  re-joic-ing 

3.  All     our  days   di  -  rect  us     In   the  way  we   go;  Lead   us     on   vic-to-rious 

4.  Then  with  saints  and  angels  May  we  join   a  -  bove,      Off-'ringpray'rsandprais-es 


l±t 


wm 


Ui 


s 


m 


hr& 


m 


m 


*Hv 


*EI 


:' 


S 


*=i 


W 


.: 


Og 


p  7-    v  7  --•-*  ♦■       -  -  r 

To  their  home  on  high.  Journ'ying  o'er  the  des  -  ert,  Glad- ly     thus  we    pray, 

See  Thy  chil-dren  meet;     Oft  -  en     have  we  left  Thee,  Oft  -  en    gone  a  -  stray; 

O-   ver    ev  - 'ry  foe:       Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us  When  the  storm-clouds  lower; 

At  Thy  throne  of  love;  When  the   toil    is      o  -  ver,  Then  come  rest  and  peace; 
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Chorus. 
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And  with  hearts  u-nit-ed  Take  our  heav'nward  way. 
Keep  us,  might-y  Sav-ior,  In  the  nar  -  row  way. 
Par  -  don,  Lord,  and  save  us  In  the  last  dread  hour. 
Je    -   sus    in    His  beau-ty ;  Songs  that  nev  -  er  cease. 
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Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 
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Point-ing    to    the     sky,     Wav-ing  wand'rers  on-ward  To  their  home  on  high. 
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Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould. 

J  =  1 20. 


Arr.  by  I.  V.  Flagler. 
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1.  On- ward,  Chris-tian  sol-diers, 

2.  Like    a      might-y      ar  -  my, 

3.  On -ward,  then,  ye    peo  -  pie, 


March  -  ing      as      to       war, 
Moves  the  Church  of     God; 
Join      our    hap  -  py      throng; 
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With     the    cross  of       Je    -    sus  Go  -  ing  on      be  -  fore. 

Broth  -  ers,    we      are     tread  -  ing  Where  the  saints  have  trod; 

Blend  with  ours  your  voic   -   es  In      the  tri  -  umph-song; 
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Onward,  Christian  Soldiers — Continued. 
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Christ,  the  roy  -  al  Mas  -  ter, 
We  are  not  di  -  vid  -  ed, 
Glo    -  ry,      laud  and  hon  -  or, 
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Leads  a  -  gainst  the  foe;.. 
All  one  bod  -  y  we;.. 
Un  -  to    Christ  the    King; 
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For  -  ward      in    -    to         bat    -     tie,  See,    His    ban-ners     go! 

One        in         hope    and       doc    -    trine,         One     in    char  -  i    -    ty. 
This     thro'      count  -  less      a       -     ges,  Men  and    an  -  gels    sing. 
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Onward,  Christian  Soldiers— Concluded 
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Chorus 
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On  -  ward,  Chris-tian     sol  -  diers,  March- ing    as       to         war, 
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With  the  cross  of     Je    -    sus       Go  -  ing  on    be  -  fore. 
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Frederick  W.  Faber. 


Faith  of  Our  Fathers! 


"St.  Catherine."— Ad.  by  J.  G.  Walton. 
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i.     Faith    of     our      fa    -    thers!    liv    -    ing     still      In    spite     of     dun  -  geon, 

2.  Our       fa  -  thers,    chained  in      pris   -   ons    dark,  Were  still     in     heart    and 

3.  Faith    of     our      fa    -    thers!    we        will     love    Both  friend  and    foe       in 
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fire,        and     sword:      Oh,     how      our         hearts  beat        high      with     joy 
con  -  science    free:       How  sweet  would      be  their       chil  -  dren's   fate, 

all  our      strife:     And  preach    thee,     too,  as         love    knows  how, 
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glo    -    rious    word:        Faith       of      our 
die  for        thee!         Faith       of       our 

vir    -     tuous      life:  Faith       of      our 
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If      they,    like     them,  could 

By     kind  -   ly      words  and 
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fa  -  thers!  ho  -  ly  faith!  We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 
fa  -  thers!  ho  -  ly  faith!  We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 
fa   -    thers!    ho    -    ly      faith!    We    will      be      true        to    thee      till    death! 
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THE  CHURCH  MILITANT. 
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Glorious  Things  of  Thee  Are  Spoken. 
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"Austrian  Hymn."— Francis  Joseph  Haydn. 

iJ     J      J 


fc3* 

i.  Glo  -  rious  things  of     thee    are       spoken,      Zi  -  on,     cit    -    y        of      our  God' 

2.  See     the  streams  of     liv  -  ing       wa  -  ters,  Springing  from     e    -   ter  -  nal   love' 

3.  Round  each  hab  -  it   -   a  -   tion      hovering,    See  the   cloud  and    fire      ap  -  pear 
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He.  whose  word  can  -  not  be  broken,  Formed  thee  for  His  own  a  -  bode- 
Still  sup -ply  thy  sons  and  daughters,  And  all  fear  of  want  re-move: 
For       a      glo  -  ry     and       a       covering,      Showing  that     the   Lord     is     near' 
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On      the    Rock   of        A  -  ges     founded,  What     can  shake  thy  sure    re  -  pose> 
Who  can   faint  while  such   a  riv  -  er       Ev   -  er    flows  our  thirst  V  as-suage? 

who  gives    us       dai  -  ly        man-na,     He      who  list  -  ens  when  we      cry, 
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With    sal  -  va  -  tion's  walls  sur  round  ed,  Thou  mayst  smile  at        all      thy  foes 
Grace  which,  like   the    Lord,  the  giv  -  er,     Nev  -  er      fails  from     age      to     age 
Let     Him  hear  the     loud    ho  -  san  -  11a      Ris  -  ing      to      His    throne  on    high. 
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Ten  Thousand  Times  Ten  Thousand. 


Rev.  Henry  Alford. 
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'Alford. 


-Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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i.  Ten      thou  -  sand  times  ten   thou- sand 

2.  What  rush       of     Hal  -  le   -    lu  -  jahs 

3.  Oh,      then    what    rap-tured  greet-ings 


_£. 


In     spark'  ling     rai  -  ment  bright, 
Fills      all      the  earth  and       sky, 
On       Ca-naan's  hap  -  py     shore; 
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The  ar  -  mies  of  the  ran-somed  saints  Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light: 
What  ring  -  ing  of  a  thou-sand  harps  Bespeaks  the  tri-  umph  nigh. 
What  knit-ting    sev  -  ered  friendships  up,  Where  part-  ings    are      no    more. 
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'Tis  fin-ished,  all  is  fin  -  ished,  Their  fight  with  death  and 
Oh,  day,  for  which  ere  -  a  -  tion  And  all  its  tribes  were 
Then  eyes  with    joy    shaH^   spark -le,    That  brimmed  with  tears    of 
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Fling  o  -  pen  wide    the  gold  -  en  gates,  And  let      the  vie  -  tors    in. 

Oh,    joy,  for      all      its  for  -  mer  woes     A  thou-sand-fold      re  -  paid. 

Or-phans  no    long  -  er  fa  -  ther-  less,  Nor  wid  -  ows  des   -    o  -  late.    A-men. 
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Mine  Eyes  Have  Seen  the  Glory. 


&3 


i 


Mrs.  Julia  Ward  Howe. 
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"Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 
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1.  Mine        eyes    have  seen     the   glo  -  ry        of     the      com-ing      of     the  Lord; 

2.  He     has  sound-  ed   forth    the  trumpet      that  shall     nev-er      call      re- treat; 

3.  In      the   beau  -    ty     of        the    lil  -  ies    Christ  was     born    a  -  cross   the  sea, 
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He         is    trampling  out    the     vint  -  age  where  the  grapes   of  wrath  were  stored; 
He  is      sift  -  ing    out     the  hearts    of    men      be  -  fore     His   judgment  -  seat; 

With      a       glo-  ry       in      His     bo-  som  that  trans  -  fig  -  ures     you   and     me; 
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He    hath  loosed  the    fate  -  ful     lightning     of     His    ter   -   ri  -  ble,  swift  sword; 
Oh,     be     swift,  my    soul,    to       an  -  swer  Him!   be      ju   -   bi  -  lant,   my     feet; 
As      He     died     to    make  men   ho    -    ly,      let      us     die      to    make  men    free, 
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Chorus. 


His      truth     is    marching      on.  \ 

Our      God      is    march-ing      on.  V  Glo -ry,  glory,  hal-le  -  lu -jah!    Glo- ry,  glo  -  ry, 

While  God      is    march-ing      on.  ; 
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hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!    Glo  -  ry,  glo-ry,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  Our  God  is  marching   on! 
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There  is  Sound  of  Rejoicing-. 
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Gerard  Moultrie. 
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"  Folkestone."— E.  Husband. 
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1.  There     is    sound      of       re-joic  -    ing      a    -  round     the    great  throne,    A 

2.  Thore     is        si  -   lence    in  heav  -    en.  In  meas  -    ur    -    ed  round    Time 

3.  And     the   smoke     of     the     in  -   cense     a    -  ris     -     eth        on   high  With  the 

4.  And     the     soul      may    approach     to  her  God      with  -  out  dread,      In 
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ad  wings;    For    the    foe     that      ac  -  cus  -  eth      us 

come:    And    the    sev  -  en     arch  -  an  -  gels  pre  ■ 

a  -  dore;      For    the  Mas  -  ter    who  loves    us  hath 
of  pray'r:  "  Fear    ye    not,"  the  bright  an  -  gels      of 
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lies  cast  down,  And  the  choir  of  an-  gels  sings- 
pare  to  sound  With  the  trumpets  of  the  doom: 
deigned  to  die,  And  the  song  is  heard  once  more- 
God  have  said,   "Glad       ti-dings  of  joy     we    bear." 
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Sal  -va-  tion,  and  hon-  or,  and 
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maj-  es-  ty     be,      Lord  of  all  power  and  might  unto  Thee.    A_ 
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5  But  the  hour  draweth  nigh  when  the  an- 
gel shall  stand 
With  foot  on  the  silent  shore: 
By  the  Lord  he  shall  swear,  as  he  lifts  his 
hand, 
That  Time  shall  be  no  more. 


6  And  the  thunders  shall  roll,  and  the  dead, 
great  and  small, 
At  the  throne  of  the  Judge  shall  stand; 
And  the  song  shall  resound  through  the 
heavenly  hall 
Of  the  saints  at  God's  right  hand. 
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For  All  the  Saints  Who  from  Their  Labors  Rest.     65 


Bishop  William  Walsham  how. 
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"  Sarum."— Joseph  Barnhy. 
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1.  For  all      the  saints,  who  from  their      la  -  bors  rest,        Who  Thee    by 

2.  Thou  wast  their  Rock,  their  For  -  tress   and   their  Light;  Thou,  Lord,  their 

3.  Oh,  may   Thy     sol  -  diers,  faith  -  ful,   true,   and  bold,       Fight    as     the 

4.  Oh,  blest  Com  -  muu  -  ion,       fel  -low -ship      di   -  vine!        We     fee  -  bly 
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faith      be  -  fore      the  world    con  -  fest,        Thy      name,      O         Je     -    s 
Cap  -  tain     in         the  well  -  fought  fight;      Thou,       in        the     dark    -    n 
saints  who     no    -    bly  fought    of        old,         And        win     with     them        t 
strug  -  gle,   they      in     glo    -    ry      shine;      Yet          all       are       one          i 
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be  for  -  ev  -    er  blest, 

drear,  their  Light  of  light, 

vie  -  tor's  crown   of  gold. 

Thee,    for      all      are  Thine. 
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5  And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 

And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong.     Alleluia! 

6  The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west; 
Soon,  soon  to  faithful  warriors  comes  the  rest; 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest.     Alleluia! 

7  But  lo!  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day; 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array; 

The  King  of  Glory  passes  on  His  way.     Alleluia! 

8  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  farthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host, 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.     Alleluia! 
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My  God,  How  Wonderful  Thou  Art! 


Frederick  W.  Faber. 
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"Westminster." — James  Turle. 
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i.  My     God,  how    won  -  der  -  ful 

2.  How  dread  are  Thine   e    -  ter 

3.  How  won  -  der  -  ful,  how  beau 

4.  Oh,    how      I       fear  Thee,   liv 

5.  Yet       I      may    love  Thee  too, 
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nal   years, 

ti  -  ful 
ing    God! 

O      Lord, 
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How  beau  -  ti  -  ful  Thy     mer  -  cy-seat,      In  depths  of  burning  light! 
By       prostrate spir- its      day    and  night   In  -  ces-sant  -  ly    a-dored! 
Thine  end-less  wisdom,  boundless  power,  And  aw  -  ful      pu-  ri  -  ty  ! 
And     worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope,  And  pen  -  i  -  ten-tial  tears! 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask     of  me      The  love   of    my  poor  heart.      A  -  men. 
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6  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee; 
No  mother,  e'er  so  mild, 
Bears  and  forbears,  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me,  Thy  sinful  child. 


7  Father  of  Jesus!  love's  reward! 
What  rapture  will  it  be, 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  to  lie, 
And  gaze  and  gaze  on  Thee! 


There's  a  Wideness  In  God's  Mercy. 


Frederick  W.  Faber. 
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"  Wellesley."— Lizzie  S.  Tourjee. 
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wide-ness       in  God's  mer  -  cy,    Like  the    wide- 

wel-come     for  the    sin  -  ner,  And  more  grac 

no  place  where  earth's  sorrows  Are  more    felt 

love    of     God    is    broad-  er    Than  the    meas  ■ 

love  were   but  more  sim  -  pie,     We  should  take 
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for    the    good, 
up     in  heaven; 
of  man's  mind; 
at     His   word; 
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kind-ness    in     His   jus  -tiee,  Which  is      more  than    lib  -  er   -   ty. 
mer  -  cy     with  the    Sav  -  ior:  There  is      heal  -  ing     in      His  blood. 
no  place  where  earth's  failings  Have  such  kind  -  ly    judg-ment  given. 
heart  of      the      E  -  ter  -  nal       Is    most   won-  der-  ful  -  ly     kind, 
lives  would  be     all    sun-shine     In    the    sweet-ness    of     our  Lord. 


Thy  Happy  Ones  a  Strain  Beg-in. 


'Brookfield." — T.  B.  Southgate. 
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souls    pos  -  sess?      Thy  cheer -ful     Spir  -    it  dwells  with  -  in;       We      feel  Thee 
to        be   bright;    We  would   not    from     our   glad  -  ness     flee,      But    give  full 
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Thou  wilt  not,  Lord,  our  smiles  deny: 
Dost  Thou  not  deem  them  of  rich  worth? 

Our  cheer  flows  on  beneath  Thine  e3re; 
We  feel  accepted  in  our  mirth. 

We  turn  to  Thee  a  smiling  face, 
Thou  sendest  us  the  smile  again; 

Our  joy,  the  richness  of  Thy  grace, — 
Thine  own,  the  cheer  of  this  glad  strain. 
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The  Spacious  Firmament  on  High. 


Joseph  Addison. 


"Creation."— Haydn. 


]~G> ^^ ^-&- '    0&*  '     g> g 'g      g      J 


(The  spa-cious   firm -a   -  merit      on        nigh)         With     all        the      blue  e 
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2  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth; 
Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

THE  FATHER. 


What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball: 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found; 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth. a  glorious,  voice; 
For  ever  singing  as  they  shine; 
The  Hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 


O  Day  of  Rest  and  Gladness. 
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Bp.  C.  Wordsworth. 


"Amelia. " — S.  S.  Wesley. 
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O      Day      of    rest    and      glad  -   ness,      O  Day      of      joy     and  light; 

On   thee,     at     the      Cre   -    a     -    tion,     The  light     first   had     its  birth; 

Thou  art    a      port     pro   -   tect  -     ed      From  storms  that  round  us  rise, 

To-day      on     wea  -  ry        na     -    tions    The  heav'n-ly     man  -  na  falls; 
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Balm     of  care     and  sad   -   ness,     Most     beau  -  ti  -  ful,     most 

thee,    for  our     sal    -  va    -    tion,     Christ  rose  from  depths  of 

gar  -  den  in  -    ter   -  sect    -    ed  With  streams  of     par  -   a    - 

ho  -  ly  con  -  vo    -  ca    -     tions  The      sil  -    ver  trump  -  et 
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On      thee,  the    high  and     low    -    ly,     Thro'      a    -    ges    joined     in  tune, 

On      thee,  the     Lord   vie  -  to     -     rious  The      Spir   -   it      sent      from  heav'n; 

Thou  art       a       cool  -  ing     fount- ain         In        life's     dry,     drear  -  y  sand: 

Where  Gos-pel  -  light    is      glow   -ing      With     pure     and      ra   -   diant  beams, 
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Sing  Ho  -  ly,  Ho  -  ly,  Ho  -  ly!  To  the  great  God  Tri  -  une. 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glo-rious,  A  trip  -  le  light  was  giv'n. 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain,  We  view  our  promised  land. 
And  liv-ing    wa-ter   flow  -  ing      With  soul  -  re  -  fresh  -  ing  streams.  A  -men. 
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Safely  Through  Another  Week. 


John  Newton. 
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"Sabbath  Morn."— Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Safe  -  ly   thro'      an  -  oth  -  er    week,     God    has  brought  us      on      our  way; 

2.  While  we  pray      for    pard'ning  grace,    Thro'  the  dear      Re  -  deem-er's  name, 

3.  Here    we  come    Thy  name    to    praise;    May    we    feel      Thy    pres-ence  near; 

4.  May  Thy  gos  -  pel's    joy-  ful    sound     Con-quer  sin-  ners,   com -fort  saints, 
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Let      us    now        a      bless  -  ing     seek,    Wait  -  ing    in     His    courts  to 

Show  Thy    rec   -   on  -   cil  -  ed     face,     Take    a  -  way    our      sin  and 

May  Thy   glo  -    ry      meet  our    eyes,    While  we      in     Thy  house  ap 

Make  the  fruits     of     grace    a  -  bound,  Bring   re  -  lief     for      all  com 

A-       -f*-       *-       -f*-      -f*-  ...--         J 


I 
■    day: 

shame; 
-   pear; 
■plaints; 


s 


frf  n  fin; 


& h h- 


$=i=UJ  \  {■.  f  \l  j^ 


v 


Day 
From 
Here 
Thus 


of     all        the  week   the    best,  Em  -  blem  of       e   -    ter   -    nal 

our  world  -  ly     cares    set     free,  May    we    rest    this     day        in 

af  -  ford       us,    Lord,    a      taste  Of       our    ev  -  er  -   last  -    ing 

may   all       our     Sab-baths  prove,  Till      we   join   the  Church    a    ■ 
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Day      of     all        the  week   the    best,  Em  -  blem   of       e    -   ter  -    nal 

From  our  world  -  ly     cares   set      free,  May    we      rest    this  day        in 

Here    af-ford       us,    Lord,    a      taste  Of       our     ev  -   er  -  last   -  ing 

Thus  may  all       our      Sab-baths  prove,  Till     we     join    the  Church    a  ■ 
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Thee, 
feast, 
bove. 
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THE  LORD'S  DAY. 


Great  Creator,  Who  this  Day. 
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Mrs.  J.  A.  Elliott. 


"Daystar."— Arr.  from  Haydn. 
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Great      Cre    -    a 
Sav    -    ior,      who 
Bless  -     ed      Spir 
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this    day        didst  break        The        dark    pris 
it,      Com    -    fort  -  er!  Sent        this      day 
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Welcome,  Delightful  Morn. 


Hayward. 
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"Lischer." — F.  Schneider.  Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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i.  Wei  -  come,    de  -  light  -  ful     morn, 

2.  Now     may    the     King    de  -  scend 

3.  De   -  scend,    ce  -  les    -     tial   Dove, 
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Thou  day        of         sa     -    cred    rest! 
And    fill        His    throne    of      grace; 
With  all       Thy     quick  -  'ning  pow'rs; 
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I  hail  thy  kind  re  -  turn: 
Thy  seep  -  ter,  Lord,  ex  -  tend, 
Dis   -  close      a      Sav  -    ior*s  love, 


Lord,  make  these  mo  -  ments  blest: 
While  saints  ad  -  dress  Thy  face: 
And     bless    the       sa    -    cred     hours: 
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From  low    de  -  lights     and      mor  -  tal     toys,       I       soar      to  reach    im- 

Let      sin  -  ners   feel       Thy     quickening  word,   And  learn     to  know    and 

Then  shall  my    soul       new     life       ob  -  tain,     Nor    Sab  -  baths       be  en- 
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mor-tal  joys,      I  soar        to     reach  im  -  mor 

fear  the  Lord,    And   learn       to     know  and   fear 

joyed  in  vain,    Nor     Sab   -  baths    be  en  -  joyed 

I  soar  to  reach  im  -  mor 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear 
Nor  Sab-baths  be      en  -  joyed 
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THE  LORD'S  DAY. 


Now  Let  Us  Sing-  the  Angels'  Song. 
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From  Randegger.     Art.  by  W.  t,. 
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let  us  sing  the 

came  to     tell  the 

came  to  bring  the 

came  to  bring  a 


an  -  gels'  song,   That    rang    so    sweet    and    clear, 
Fa  -  ther's  love,      His     good-ness,  truth     and   grace: 
wea  -  ry    ones     True    peace  and    per  -  feet     rest; 
glo-rious  gift,  "Good  -  will      to    men"— and  why? 
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When  heav'n-ly  light  and       mu  -  sic     fell        On    earth  -  ly     eye  and      ear, 

To       show   the  bright-ness       of     His  smile,    The     glo   -   ry      of  His      face, 

To        take      a  -  way    the      guilt  and     sin,  Which  dark  -  ened  and  dis  -  tressed, 

Be  -  cause  He  loved    us,        Je  -  sus  came,    For      us        to    live  and      die; 
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To     Him      we  sing,    our    Sav  -   ior  King,  Who  al  -  ways  deigns  to  hear. 
With  His      own  light,  so     full      and  bright,  The  shades  of  death  to    chase. 
That  great    and  small  might  hear  His    call,    And  all      in   Him  be      blessed. 
Then  sweet  and  long,  the     an  -  gels'  song,     A  -  gain  we  raise  on     high. 
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"Glo-ry  to  God,  and  on  earth  peace,"        "Glo  -  ry  to    God,  good-will  to  men." 
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On  the  Brow  of  Night. 


D.  K.  En. 
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'The  Silver  Star.' 
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1.  On 

2.  'Tis 
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the  brow  of  night  there  shines  a  sil  -  ver  star,  On  the  brow  of 
the  lamp  of  God  high  hang -ing  in  the  air,  'Tis  the  lamp  of 
your  gifts   of     gold,    of     frank -in- cense  and  myrrh,  Bring  your  gifts  of 
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night  there  shines  a       sil  -  ver     star,    And    the  wise     men     gaze 
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God      high   hanging    in       the     air,      And      it  guides    our      feet     thro'  the 
gold,    of       frank-  in-  cense  and  myrrh,  For    the  King     we      own        is       on 
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heav'n-ly  rays  Till  they  find  the  King,  whose  throne  the}' sought  a-far,  In  the 
roy  -  al  street,  There  is  sweet  soul  -  rest  For  those  who  seek  it  there  From  the 
Da- vid's  throne;  L,et  the     ho  -  ly    child  Your  best    af-  fec-tions  stir;  'Tis  the 
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Babe   of  Beth  -  le  -  hem. 
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Sil  -  ver  star,  ho  -  ly  light,  shine   a- 

Sil  -  ver  star,  ho  -  ly  light, 
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young  child  lay,   And     en  -  ter  the  gates  of  the  new-  born  day. 
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Once  in  Royal  David's  City. 


Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander 


"Irby." — Dr.  Henry  John  Gauntlett. 


fHH^H^r  1 1  i.  j  pjm 


I 

i.  Once  in      roy  -  al    Da  -  vid's    cit    -   y      Stood     a  low  -  ly      cat  -  tie 

2.  He   came  down  to  earth   from  heav  -  en,    Who    is  God    and  Lord   of 

3.  And  our  eyes      at    last    shall  see    Him,  Thro'  His  own     re  -  deem-ing 

4.  Not    in     that   poor   low  -  ly    sta  -   ble,    With   the  ox  -  en    stand-  ing 
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Where   a  moth  -  er     laid  her     Ba   -  by 

And    His  shel   -  ter    was  a       sta   -  ble, 

For    that  Child,    so   dear  and   gen  -  tie, 

We    shall  see    Him;  but  in   heav  -  en, 


In  a  man-ger  for  His  bed: 
And    His    era  -  die    was    a      stall; 

Is  our  Lord  in  heav'n  a  -  bove; 
Set      at    God's  right  hand  on    high; 
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Ma  -    ry  was  that  mother  mild,        Je  -  sus     Christ  that  lit  -  tie  Child. 

With  the  poor, and  mean, and  lowly,  Lived  on  earth  our  Sav-ior    holy. 

And    He  leads  His  children  on  To    the  place  where  He  is    gone. 

When  like  stars  His  children  crown'd,  All  in     white  shall  stand  a-round.    A 
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Brightest  and  Best. 


Bp.  Reginald  Heber. 
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1.  Bright  -  est  and    best       of    the      sons     of     the  morn-ing,      Dawn    on    our 

2.  Say,     shall  we  yield    Him,  in       cost  -  ly       de  -  vo  -  tion,         O  -   dors    of 
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dark-ness,      and   lend     us    Thine  aid; 
E  -    dom,      and      of-f'rings    di  -  vine? 
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-t — t- 


m 


A- 


-v — 


fc£ 


m 


I  J'  /  J'  J  J  J 1  J-  /^ 


ri    -    zon       a  -  dorn-ing,     Guide  where  our     in  -  fant     Re-deem-er     is    laid, 
pearls  from  the      o  -  cean,  Myrrh  from    the      for  -  est,      or    gold  from  the  mine? 
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Cold        on  His     era  -  die       the    dew-drops   are    shin  -  ing,        Low      lies       His 
Vain    -    ly   we      of  -   fer      each    am  -  pie     ob  •    la  -  tion,       Vain  -   ly      with 
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head      with    the    beasts     of       the 
gifts    would  His        fa    -   vor       se 
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slum  -  ber  re  -  clin-ing,       Mak  -  er,    and   Mon-  arch,     and  Sav  -  ior      of      all. 
heart's  ad  -o  -  ra-tion;      Dear-  er       to     God     are        the  pray 'rs  of     the    poor. 
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Angels,  from  the  Realms  of  Glory. 
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"  Regent  Square."— Henry  Smart. 
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1.  An   -  gels,  from    the  realms   of   glo  -  ry,   Wing  your  flight  o'er    all      the  earth, 

2.  Shepherds,    in      the    field      a  -  bid  -  ing,  Watch-ing    o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 

3.  Sa    -    ges,  leave  your  con  -  tem-  pla-tions,  Bright-  er      vi  -  sions  beam     a  -   far; 

4.  Saints,  be  -  fore    the      al  -   tar  bend-  ing,  Watching    long     in   hope    and   fear, 
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is     now      re  -  sid  -  ing; 
De-sire      of     na-tions; 
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Yon  -  der  shines 
Ye    have  seen 
In     His    tem  ■ 
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Mes  -  si  -  ah's  birth: 
the    in  -  fant- light; 
His    na  -  tal    star: 
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Come  and  wor  -  ship,    Come  and  wor-ship,  Wor-ship  Christ,    the  new-  born  King. 
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Hark!  The  Herald  Aneels  Sine. 
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1.  Hark!  the    her  -    aid     an  -  gels    sing,     "Glo  -  ry      to       the     new- 

2.  Christ,  by    high  -  est  heav'n  a  -  dored,    Christ,  the    ev   -     er  -  last  - 

3.  Hail,    the   heav'n-born  Prince  of  Peace!   Hail,    the   Sun       of    Right 
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Peace  on  earth,  and  mer-cy  mild;  God  and  sin  -  ners  rec  -  on  -  ciled." 
Late  in  time  be  -  hold  Him  come,  Off -spring  of  a  Vir- gin's  womb. 
Light  and    life       to      all     He      brings,    Ris'n  with     heal -ing    in     His     wings. 
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With  th'  an-gel  -  ic  host  pro  -  claim,  "Christ  is  born  in  Beth  -  le  - 
Pleased  as  Man  with  man  to  dwell,  Je  -  sus,  our  Im  -  man  -  a  - 
Born      to      raise     the    sons    of      earth,     Born     to    give    them   sec  -  ond 
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With  th'an-gel  -    ic    host    pro  -  claim,  "Christ  is    born     in      Beth  -  le  -  hem." 
Pleased  as     Man   with  man      to    dwell,      Je  -    sns,  our      Im  -  man  -  n   -     el. 
Born    to    raise      the    sons     of     earth,      Born     to    give   them   sec  -  ond     birth. 
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Coda.     To  be  sung  after  last  stanza.        Rit. 
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Hark!  the  her  -  aid    an-gels  sing,"Glo-ry    to      the  new-born  King!"     A  -  men. 
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E.  H.  Sears. 
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Calm  on  the  Listening  Ear  of  Night. 


"Christmas. 
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Calm  on  the  list'ning  ear  of  night, Come  heav'n's  melodious  strains,  Where  wild  Ju- 
Ce  -  les  tial  choirs.from  courts  above,  Shed  sa-cred  glo  -  ries  there,      And  angels, 
The  an-sw'ring  hills  of  Pal-es  -  tine  Send  back  the  glad  re  -  ply;     And  greet  from 
O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Gal-i  -  lee  There  comes  a  ho  -  lier   calm,      And  Sharon 
"Glo-ry  to  God!"  the  sounding  skies  Loud  with  their  anthems  ring,-  "Peace  to  the 
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de  -  a  stretch-es  far  Her  sil  -  ver-man-tled  plains,  Her  sil-ver-man-tled  plains, 
with  their  sparkling  lyres,  Make  mu-sic    on    the  air,         Make  mu-sic    on  the  air. 

all  their  ho  -  ly  heights.The  day-spring  from  on  high, The  day-spring  from  on  high, 
waves,  in  solemn  praise,  Her  si-lent  groves  of  palm,  Her  si-lent  groves  of  palm, 
earth,  good-will  to  men,  From  heav'n's  eter-nal  King!  From  heav'n"s  eternal  King!" 
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It  Came  Upon  the  Midnight  Clear. 
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"Concone."—  Arr.  from  Concone. 
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1.  It  came  up -on      the   mid  night  clear,  That    glo-rious  song  of 

2.  Still  thro'  the  clo  -  ven  skies  they  come,  With  peace-ful  wings  un 

3.  O  ye,     be-neath  life's  crush-ing  load,    Whose  forms  are  bending 

4.  For  lo!      the  days    are    hast'ning  on,       By      proph- et- bards  fore 
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From    an  -  gels  bend-ing    near    the  earth       To  touch  their  harps  of  gold; 

And      still     ce  -  les  -  tial     mu  -  sic  floats       O'er   all      the    wea  -  ry  world; 

Who    toil      a  -  long  the     climb-ing  way,       With  pain -ful    steps  and  slow;- 

When  with  the    ev  -   er   -  cir- cling  years  Conies  round  the  age      of  gold! 
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"Peace    on    the  earth,  good  -  will  to    man,   From  heav'n's  all-gra  -  cious  King:" 
A   -   bove  its      sad    and      low  -  ly   plains    They  bend    on  heav'n-ly      wing, 
Look     up!    for    glad  and      gold-en  hours      Come  swift  -  ly     on       the     wing; 
When  peace  shall  o  -  ver      all     the  earth       Its        fi   -    nal  splen  dors     fling, 
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The    earth  in    sol  -  emn  still  -  ness  lay,       To      hear  the    an  -  gels  sing. 

And     ev  -  er    o'er      its      Ba  -  bel  sounds,  The   bless -ed     an  -  gels  sing. 

Oh,      rest  be  -  side    the    wea  -  ry  road,      And  hear  the     an  -  gels  sing! 

And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song    Which  now  the     an  -  gels  sing! 
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Hark!  What  Mean  Those  Holy  Voices. 


81 


John  Cawood. 
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"Vesper  Hymn."— D.  Bortniansky. 
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1.  Hark!  what  mean  those  ho  -  ly     voie-es,  Sweet  -  ly  warbling  thro' the   skies? 

2.  "Peace  on   earth,  good-will  from  heav-en  Reaching    far      as    man   is     found: 

3.  Let      us    learn     the    won-drous  sto  -  ry  Of    our  great  Redeemer's  birth; 
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Lo!      th'an-gel   -   ic      host    re-joic-es;     Loud  -  est    hal-le   -   lu  -jabs  rise. 
Souls    re-deemed  and    sins    for-  giv  -  en;    Loud   our    gold-en  harps  shall  sound. 
Spread  the  bright-uess    of      His  glo  -  ry      Till       it      cov  -  ers    all      the  earth. 
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List -en      to      the    wondrous  sto  -  ry,  Which  they  chant   in   hymns  of      joy, 
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"Glo  -  ry     in      the     high -est,  glo  -  ry!     Glo-   ry 


be        to      God   most  high!" 
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Holy  Night!  Peaceful  Night1 


'Holy  Night."— J    Barnby. 
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Ho  -  ly     night!  peace-ful   night!  Thro'   the  dark-ness  beams    a 

Si  -  lent  night!  ho-  liest  night!  Dark-ness  flies     and  all        is 

Si  -  lent   night!  ho  -  liest  night!  Guid  -  ing  Star,     oh,  lend    thy 

Si  -  lent   night!  ho  -  liest  night!  Won-drous  Star,    oh,  lend    thy 
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Ho  -  ly     night!  peaceful  night!  Thro'    the  dark  -  ness     beams  a  light, 

Si  -  lent  night!  ho  -  liest  night!  Dark  -  ness  flies      and      all         is  light, 

Si  -  lent  night!  ho  -  liest  night!  Guid  -  ing  Star,      oh,  '  lend    thy  light' 

Si  -lent  night!  ho  -  liest  night!  Won  -  drous  Star,      oh,      lend    thy  light 
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Thro'     the  dark  -  ness 
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Guid  -  ing  Star,    oh, 

Won  -  drous  Star,    oh, 
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beams   a  light!    Yon  -  der,  where  they  sweet 

all  is  light!   Shep-herds       hear  the 

lend    thy  light!     See     the         east        -  ern 

lend    thy  light!   With    the         an         -  gels 
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keep  O'er       the      Babe,    who,    in 

sing—  "Hal    -    le     -     lu        -        jah! 

bring  Gifts      and        horn      -      age 

sing  Hal    -     le    -     lu        -    .    jah 
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Silent  Night!  Hallowed  Night! 


Annie  Howe. 

J.  =  56.     Slow  and  sustained. 


'Bethlehem's  Star."— H.  R.  Palmer. 
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Si-lent  night! 
Si-lent  night! 
Si-lent     night! 


hal-low'd  night!  Si-  lent  sleep,  calm  and  deep; 
hal-low'd  night!  On  the  plain  wake  the  strain 
hal-low'd   night!      Earth  a    -    wake,       si  -   lence    break! 
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Soft  -  ly  glit  -  ters  bright  Beth  -  le  -  hem's  star,  Beck-'ning  Is  -  ra  -  el's 
Sung  by  heav  -  en  -  ly  har  -  bin  -  gers  bright,  Fraught  with  ti  -  dings  of 
High  your  an  -  thems    of      mel  -  o  -  dy     raise;    Sing,    ye     mor  -  tals,  your 
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eye  from   a  -  far,  Where  the  Sav-ior   is      born,  Where  the  Sav  -  ior    is      born 
heav-  en  -  ly  light,  Christ,  the  Sav-ior,  has   come,  Christ,  the  Sav-ior,  has   come, 
live  -  li  -  est  praise,  Peace  for-ev  -  er  shall  reign,  Peace   for-  ev  -  er  shall  reign! 
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Sweet!  Sweet?  Sweet  the  Swe'l! 
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"The  Bethlehem  3abe."— H.  R.  Palmer. 


n  >  J  1  n  1  n  ^^ 

1  •  j     t    I   .    1  4  i  •     s 


m 


s 


1=5= 


Sweet!  sweet!  sweet  the  swell! 
Cold!  cold!  cold  the  night! 
Low!         low!         low      the     bed! 
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Je  sus'  love  we're  telling, 
told    to  earth  the  sto  ry. 
God   be  came  in-car-nate.  A-inen. 
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Love!  love!  love  unknown! 
Unknown,  to  leave  a  throne, 
A  fallen  race  from  death  to  save, 
From  death  to  save,  and  in  the  grave 
To  lay  His  head  so  kingly. 

Loud!  loud!  loud  we'll  raise! 
We'll  raise  our  notes  of  praise! 
The  Bethlehem  Babe  in  manger  laid, 
In  manger  laid,  to  death  betrayed, 
We'll  sing,  we'll  sing  for  ever. 
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An     -    gels  a     -    dore       Him,  in 

Gems       of  the      mount  -  ain,  and 
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\    MM    t   I-  '  I    fc-fc 


3t* 


i 


l 


m 


-4-1  j.   «r- 


Guide  where 
Mak   - 
Myrrh 
Dear   - 


from 
er 


our 

and 

the 

to 


~g^ 


;^S 


*  r  t- 


in  -   fant    Re  -    deem  -  er  is  laid. 

Mon-arch,  and  Sav   -  ior  of  all. 
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The  Joyful  Morn  is  Breaking". 


Benjamin  Gough. 
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"Christmas  Morn." — E.   |.  Hopkins. 
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1.  The    joy   -    ful      morn     is    break  -  ing,     The  bright- est      morn    of     earth, 

2.  High  strains  of      praise  are  swell  -  ing      From   an  -    gel      hosts    on      high, 

3.  His    chil-dren's     songs  shall  name   Him      In     many       a    tongue   to   -   day; 
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Till     all    the  earth  a  -  dore    Him,   Th'  e  -  ter  -  nal 
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Bright  and  Joyful  is  the  Morn. 


87 


James  Montgomery. 

J  =  80.  Allegro  Moderate. 


Gertrude  B.  McCowan. 
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1.  Bright  and  joy  -  ful      is        the    morn,        For      to        us       a     Child   is   horn; 

2.  Won-  der-ful       in    coun  -  cil      He,         Christ,  th'  in-car  •  nate   De  -  i   -   ty; 
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high  -  est  realms  of      rTeav'n       Un   -    to        us       a    child   is  giv'n; 
a     -_   ges  ne'er    to        cease,      King      of     kings  and  Prince  of  Peace! 
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On     His  shoul  -  der      He    shall  hear  Pow'r  and    maj  -  es     -    ty, 
Come  and    wor  -  ship      at      His    feet,  Yield     to     Him    the      horn 
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and    His  thigh,  Names  most  aw  -  ful,  names  most   high. 
to       the  throne,   Horn-age    due     to       God      a   -  lone. 
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h  -  est,  glo  -  ry,      Glo  -  ry    be   to  God  most  high!     high! 
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Hark!  The  Hosts  of  Heaven  are  Singing. 


Rev.  Edward  H.  Plumtre. 
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"St.  Oswald."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dyki:s. 
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i.  Hark!  the  hosts  of  heav'n  are  sing-  ing  Prais  -  es       to    their  new-born  Lord, 

2.  On      this  night,  all  nights  ex  -  cell  -  ing,  God's  high  prais  -  es  sound  ed    forth, 

3.  All      the  hosts    of  heav'n  are  chant -ing  Songs  with  pow'r  to    stir  and  thrill, 

4.  On      this    day  then  thro'    ere  -  a  -   tion    Let      the     glo-rious  hymn  ring  out; 
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The  heavenly  gate  unfolds  to  Thee; 
Make  safe  the  way  that  leads  on  high, 
And  close  the  path  to  misery. 
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1.  Go       ye     to     the   for    -    est,     Where  the  myr-tles  grow, 

2.  Wreathe  your  Christmas  garland,  Where  to  Christ  we  pray; 

3.  Give    us  grace,  O  Sav  -    ior,        To    put  off    in    might, 
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Gath -er  them  for   Je    -    sus, 
Lib  -  a  -  nus  and  Shar  -  on 
And    to     lie     as    low  -  ly 


&  J   ^   /I  J 


D.  C.  al  Fine. 


1 


m 


1  (0 


Wreathe  them  for  His  shrine,     Make  His  tem-ple  glo-rious,  With  the  box  and  pine. 
Shall   not  green-er  be  Than  our  Ho  -  ly  Church  on  Christ's  Na-tiv-i  -  ty. 

As    Thy -self  with  men,         So      to   rise   in  glo  -  ry  When  Thou  com'st  a-gain. 
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The  Strife  is  O'er,  the  Battle  Done. 
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i.  The  strife  is      o  er     the    bat  -  tie  done;    The  vie  -  to  -    ry       of 

2.  The  powrs  of  death  have  done  their  worst,  But  Christ  their  le  -  gions  hath  dis- 

3.  The  three  sad  days  have   quick- ly   sped:      He    ris  -  es      glo  -  rious   from  the 

4.  He  closed  the  yawn -ing    gates    of    hell;     The  bars  from  heVns  high  por-  tals 

5.  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee,  From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servant 
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won;      Oh,  let    the  song     of    praise  be  sung, 
persed;  Let  shouts  of    ho   -   ly    joy       out-burst, 
dead;    All   glo  -  ry      to      our    ris    -    en  Head! 
fell :     Let  hymns  of  praise  His  tri  -  umphs  tell, 
free,    That  we  may   live    and   sing      to  Thee, 
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Down  From  Their  Home  on  High. 
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i.     Down  from  their  home  on  high,  Down  thro'  the    stax  -  ry    skv,      An-gelsde- 

2.  He       from  the   grave  is  gone,  Tread- ing     the   way     a  -  lone;  Death  now  is 

3.  Sing      we    Thy  praise  for  aye,    "Who  washed  our  sins    a  -  way;      Un  -  to  Thy 
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name   al  -  way      We    shall    be     sing  -  ing:     Far  down   the    tracts   of 
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From  where  the  Sav-ior  lay —  Out  in  -  to  glo-rious  day  His  way  He  tak  -  eth. 
O  Grave?  and  where  shall  be,  O  Death,  our  fear  of  thee?  Van-ished  for-ev  -  er! 
Shall  ev  -  'ry  earth-ly  clime  Join  in      the  song  sub-lime, With  prais-es  ring-  ing! 
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Christ,  the  Lord,  is  Risen  Again. 

(Easter  Hymn  of  the  Bohemian  Church   1531  ) 
Trans^by  Miss  Catharine  Winkworth.  >Xyra  Davidica.  "-Henry  Carey. 
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i.  Christ,  the  Lord,      is  ris'n      a    -  gain,  Hal 

2.  He        who  hore      all  pain     and  loss,  Hal 

3.  Now       He  hids       us  tell        a    -  hroad,  Hal 

4.  Thou,    our        Pas  -  chal  Lamb    in    -  deed,  Hal 
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Author  not  known. 


God  Hath  Sent  His  Angels. 
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help   -  ing,      at  His  word, 
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at  Christ  -  mas,  thronged    the  heav'n  -  ly  way, 

the  gar    -     den,  grief       and     pain      and  care, 

de  -     sert     -     ed,  shin    -   eth      like       the  sky, 

in  sor    -     row,  arm   -    ing    them      in  strife, 
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An    -    gels      sing      His        tri     -     umph,        as  you    sang      His      birth, 
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Peace,    good  -  will      on       earth!" 
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Angels!  Roll  the  Rock  Away. 


"Wittenberg."— J.  Rosenmueller. 
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i.     An -gels!   roll     the  rock      a  -  way;   Death!  yield  up    thy  might- y      prey; 

2.  Hark!  the  wond'ring  an  -  gels    raise     Loud  -  er     notes  of    joy  -  ful    praise; 

3.  Saints  on   earth,  lift  up    your   eyes,— Now     to      glo  -  ry     see     Him    rise 

4.  Heav'n  up-holds   its  por  -  tals   wide;   Might -y    Conq-'ror!  thro'  them  ride: 
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See!  the  Savior  leaves  the  tomb,  Glowing  with  immortal  bloom.  Hal-le  -  lu  -jah! 

Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound  Ech-o  with  the  blissful  sound.  Hal-le  -  lu  -jah! 

In  long  triumph  thro'  the  sky,  Up  to  waiting  worlds  on  high.  Hal-le  -  lu  -jah! 

King  of  glory !  mount  Thy  throne,  Boundless  empire  is  Thine  own.  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -jah! 
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Christ,  the  Lord,  is  Risen  To-day. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  "Christ,  the    Lord,     is       ris'n       to    -     day," 

2.  Love's    re  -  deem  -  ing    work       is        done, 

3.  Vain      the   stone,    the    watch,    the        seal; 
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the  fight,  the  bat-  tie  won; 
has  burst  the  gates  of  hell! 


I 


f=» 


^ 


r 


-<-&- 


tri  umphs  high; 
clipse   is     o'er, 
bids   His  rise, 


Hal  - 
Hal  - 
Hal    - 


le  -  lu  - 
le  -  lu  - 
le  -  lu    - 


jah! 
jah! 
jah! 


m 


tS  if^f 


i*fg 


Sing,    ye  heav'ns,  and  earth   re  -   ply; 
Lo!      he     sets      in     blood  no    more; 
Christ  has      o  -  pened  par  -  a   -   dise, 
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4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King, 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save, 
Where  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave? 


5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head; 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 
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Rev.  George  Duffield. 
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"Spanish  Hymn." — Spanish  Melody. 


s& 


m 


» 


3^j 


*- 


1.  Bless    -    ed     Sav    -   ior,     Thee        I 

2.  Once  a  -  gain       be   -   side       the 
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Master,  the  Tempest  is  Raging. 


Mary  A.  Baker. 
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1.  Mas  ter,  the  tem-pest    is 
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The    sky     is  o'ershadowed  with  black-ness,      No    shel  -  ter    or  help      is 

The  depths  of  my  sad  heart  are  troub  -  led —  Oh,    wa  -  ken  and  save,    I 

Earth's  sun   in    the  calm  lake  is    mir  -  rored,  And  heav-en's  with -in     my 
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"Car -est  Thou  not  that  we    per  -   ish?"  How  canst  Thou  lie    a  -  sleep,  When  each 

Tor-rents  of     sin  and   of     an  -  guish  Sweep  o'er  my  sink  -  ing    soul;      And     I 

Lin-grer,  O    bless -ed  Re- deem-  er!     Leave  me    a-  lone    no     more;    And   with 
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mo  -  ment  so  mad  -  ly     is   threat-'ning       A    grave     in  the  an    -    gry    deep? 

per -ish!    I    per- ish!  dear  Mas  -   ter —   Oh,    hast-  en,  and  take      con-  trol! 

jay      I    shall  make  the  blest  har  -  bor,    And    rest      on  the  bliss-   ful      shore. 
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The  winds  and  the  waves  shall  o  -  bey  Thy  will,      Peace, ....      be       still ! .  . 

Peace,  be  still!        peace,  be 


still! 
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shall  sweet  -  ly       o   -   bey  Thy  will,  Peace,    be   still!  peace,    be  still! 
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Rock  of  Ag-es.    No.  i, 


A.   M.   TOPLADT. 
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ges,    cleft    for    me,       Let      me  hide      my  -  self     in     Thee; 
the     doub  -  le    cure,     Save  from  wrath   and  make  me    pure. 
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Let    the     wa    -    ter     and    the    blood,  From  Thy  wound-ed     side  wilich  flow'd, 
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2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  mvself  in  Thee. 
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Rock  of  Ages.     No.  2. 
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Be      of      sin     the  doub  -  le      cure,      Save  from  wrath  and  make  me      pure. 
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Rock  of  Ages.     No.  3. 
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From  Every  Stormy  Wind  that  Blows. 
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Adapted  from  an  old  English  Air,  by  G.  W.  Warren. 
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1.  From  ev  -  'ry  storm-y     wind  that  blows,  From  ev  -  'ry      swell  -  ing  tide   of   woes, 

2.  There  is      a    place  where  spir-its  blend,  Where  friend  holds  fel-low-ship  with  friend; 
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There  is      a    calm,    a      sure   re  -  treat;  'Tis  found     be  -   neath  the  mer  -  cy  -  seat. 
Tho'  sundered  far,     by    faith  they  meet      A-round     one    com  -  mon  mer  -  cy  -  seat. 
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There  is         a  scene  where  Je   -   sus  sheds   The  oil        of   glad-ness     on        our   heads; 
There,there  on   ea    -    gle  wings  we   soar,    And  sin      and  sense    mo-lest        no    more; 
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A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet:  It   is   the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 
And  heav'n  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet,  While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat.  A   -  men. 
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Still,  Still  With  Thee. 
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Thee      in     breathless    ad    -    o    -  ra    -     tion,        In  the  calm     dew     and 

still   -   ness,  Thou   be  -  hold  -  est  on   -    ly,         Thine       im  -  age      in       the 

bless  -  ed       con-scious  -  ness      a  -  wak  -  ing,     Breathe    each  day     near  -  ness 
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ness,  I  am  with  Thee, 
freshness  of  the  morn, 
wa-ters  of  my  breast, 
un-to  Thee  and  heav'n.^?-?w^«. 


When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to  slumber, 
Its  closing  eyes  look  up  to  Thee  in  prayer; 

Sweet  the  repose  beneath  Thy  wings  o'ershading. 
But  sweeter  still,  to  wake  and  find  Thee  there. 
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So  shall  it  be  at  last,  in  that  bright  morning, 
When  the  soul  waketh,  and  life's  shadows  flee; 

Oh,  in  that  hour,  fairer  than  daylight  dawning, 
Shall  rise  the  glorious  thought — I  am  with  Thee. 
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Oh,      re  -  ceive     mv    soul      at      last! 
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2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee: 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing! 

3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find, 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness: 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin: 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee: 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternitv. 


i 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
»  m  =  8o. 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul.     Xo.  2. 


J.    ZUNDEL. 


z= 


Ffgy 


" — J      J w — 5 9~ 

my  soul,      Let      me     to      Thy   bo  -  som 


i.  Je  -   sus,    lov  -   er      of 


Z5I 


&M  P 


— g4- 


COMMUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul — Concluded. 


in 


£& 


, 


m 


j—  &j       J- 


2  • 


While  the    near  -  er     wa  -  ters     roll,      While  the    tcm-pest   still        is    high! 
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Hide  me,    O       my     Sav  -  ior,  hide,       Till     the    storm  of    life      is      past; 
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Miss  Emma  Campbell. 
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j  What  means  this  ea  -  ger,  anxious  throng,  Which  moves  with  bus-y  haste  a- 
|  These  wondrous  gath'rings  day  by  day?  What  means  this  strange  com-  [Omit 
f  Who  is  this  Je  -  sus?  why  should  He  The  cit  -  y  move  so  might  -  i  - 
\   A       pass  -  ing  stran-ger,  has     He  skill      To  move  the     mul  -  ti-     \Omit. 


long— 
.      .     .] 
ly? 


» 


*=t+ 


£* 


V 


V 


nt 

^r 

1   N 

K            1 

t     r> 

1 

0 

-Jr* — 1 p— 

-g-H:   -g^-d= 

-J — J    *. 

r^    & 

M^ — fr-f— 

-S-+S — %—* — i- 

%     2    J. 

—d-i — m-^-m 

—d^-J^— I 

mo  -  tion,  say? 
tude     at   will? 

f"       f"      ' 

In     ac-cents  hushed  the  throng  re-ply : 
A -gain   the  stir  -  ring  tones    re- ply: 

4  •    4    0     9  •    9    ^ 

"Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth 
'  'Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth 

a  .     m     •     -%-'.   ~%    0 

/^■tt 

0 

III 

•       ^ 

» • 

0  •     0      0                  \j      0 

pj* 

1      v   r     v     *■   1 

N-^ 

\j 

[/ 

v      ww            ^    v 

y 

1                  /I                  • 

>i/ 

g 


1 \w^=^ 


%  % 


-4—4 


% 


*=F 


pass-eth  by;"  In  accents  hushed  the  throng  reply  :"Je  -  sus  of  Naz  a-reth  passeth  by." 
pass-eth  by;"    Again  the  stirring  tones   re-ply:     "Je  -  sus  of  Naz  a  reth  passeth  by." 
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3  Jesus!  'tis  He  who  once  below 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe; 
And  burdened  hearts,  where'er  He  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame. 
Blind  men  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

4  Again  He  comes;  from  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace, 

He  pauses  at  our  threshold— nay, 
He  enters — condescends  to  stay. 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by?" 


5  Ho!  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come! 

Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  and  home; 
Ye  vvand'rers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  His  proffered  grace, 
Ye  tempted,  there's  a  refuge  nigh: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by." 

6  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse, 
And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 
"Too  late!  too  late!"  will  be  the  cry — 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by." 
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ask  -  ing.  So  ur  -  gent  was  your  heart  to  make  it  known.  Tho'  years  have 
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Fa  -  ther  hath  not  heard  your  prayer;  You  shall  have  your  de-sire  some-time,  some- 
passed  since  then,  do  not  de  -  spair;  The  Lord  will  answer    you.  some-time,  some- 
keep      the   in-cense  burning  there,    His  glo  -  ry  you  shall   see,    some-time,  some- 
nip  -   o-tence  has  heard  her  prayer,  And  cries.  "It  shall  be  done, "  some-time,  some- 
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I  gave  my  life  for 
My     Fa  -  ther's  house    of 

I  suf  -  fered  much  for 
And  I  have  brought  to 
-0-      -0-        -0-  -0- 


thee,        My     pre  -  cious  blood      I  shed, 

light, —  My    glo    -   ry  -   cir   -   cled  throne, 

thee,      More  than      thy  tongue  can  tell, 

thee,    Down  from      my  home      a     -  bove, 
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thou 
left, 
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might'st  ran  -  somed    be, And  quick - 

for    earth  -  ly  night,       For    wand' 

-  t'rest    ag    -    o    -  ny,             To      res   - 

-  tion    full       and  free,          My     par  - 


ened 
rings 
cue 
don 
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and 
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dead; 
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hell; 
love; 
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I      gave,    I      gave   my    life  for  thee,   What  hast  thou  giv'n     for 

I       left,      I       left      it       all  for  thee,   Hast  thou  left     aught   for 

I've  borne,  I've  borne  it      all  for  thee,  What  hast  thou  borne    for 

I      bring,   I      bring  rich  gifts  to   thee,  What  hast  thou  brought  to 


me? 
me? 
me? 
me? 
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O  Jesus,  Thou  Art  Standing. 


"St.  Hilda."— E.  Husband. 
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O  Je  -  sus,  Thou  art  stand  -  ing 
O  Je  -  sus,  Thou  art  knock-ing: 
O       Je   -    sus,    Thou  art  plead -ing 
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Out  -  side      the   fast-closed  door, 
And     lo!      that  hand    is      scarred, 
In       ac  -   cents  meek  and  low, — 
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low   -  ly       pa  -  tience  wait  -  ing       To    pass      the  thresh  -  old      o'er: 


And  thorns  Thy  brow  en   -    cir   -  cle,     And  tears    Thy  face     have   marred: 
"I      died      for    you,  my      chil  -  dren,   And   will      ye     treat     me         so?" 
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We  bear  the  name  of  Chris  -  tians,  His  name  and  sign  we  bear: 
Oh,  love  that  pass  -  eth  knowl-edge,  So  pa  -  tient-ly  to  wait! 
O      Lord,  with  shame  and    sor  -    row     We      o  -    pen  now     the     door: 


PP 


-«■- 


^^—f~ 


*fc 


J2: 


±p 


Oh,  shame,  thrice  shame  up  -  on  us!  To  keep  Him  stand  -  ing  there. 
Oh,  sin  that  hath  no  e  -  qual,  So  fast  to  bar  the  gate! 
Dear  Sav  -  ior,    en  -  ter,       en  -  ter,     And  leave    us      nev  -  er  -  mere! 
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JESUS,  THE  SAVIOR. 


Rest  of  the  Weary. 
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Rev.  John  S.  B.  Monskll. 


"Farnsworth."— W.  h.  Mason. 
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I.  Rest  of  the    wea-ry, 
3.  Pil  -  low  where,  ly  -  ing, 


Joy         of   the  sad,     Hope  of    the      drear  -  y, 
Love     rests  its  head;    Peace  of    the      dy     -     ing, 
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Light    of    the    glad;     Home    of      the    stran  -  ger,  Strength  to    the      end, 
Life      of    the   dead;      Path    of      the      low   -  ly,      Prize     at    the      end, 
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Ref  -  uge      from     dan  -     ger,  Sav  -    ior      and     Friend! 

Breath  of        the       ho     -    ly,  Sav  -    ior      and     Friend! 


5l 


y?     - 


ipc 


^ 


i 


1 


=•=* 


P^fe£ 


^s^ 


i 


3  When  my  feet  stumble 

I'll  to  Thee  cry; 
Crown  of  the  humble, 

Cross  of  the  high. 
When  my  steps  wander 

Over  me  bend, 
Truer  and  dearer, 

Savior  and  Friend! 


4  Ever  confessing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  Thee  blessing, 

Glory,  and  praise; 
All  my  endeavor, 

World  without  end, 
Thine  to  be  ever, 

Savior  and  Friend! 


JESUS,  THE  SAVIOR. 
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Gentle  Jesus,  Meek  and  Lowly. 


Rev.  Francis  Bottome. 
.'  =  66. 


Carl  F.  Price. 
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state, 
rest; 
come; 
love; 
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Gen-tle 
Gen-tle 
Gen-tle 
Gen-tle 
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Je  -  sus!  meek  and  low  -  ly,  Once     a     child        in  hum-ble 

Shep-herd!  kind  and  ten  -  der,  Come  with -in         our  fold  and 

Sav  -  ior!   pure  and   ho  -   ly,  To    this  earth  -  ly  dwell-ing 

Mas  -  ter!  take    our  serv-ice,  Thou  who  count -est  deeds  by 
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Now  up  -  on  Thy  throne  so 

Un  -  to    Thee  their  first  and 

O'er  us      like  a     cir-cling 

Ours  the  bliss  the  joy      to 


Hear   us      as      we    bow    be  -  fore  Thee, 
Lo!  Thy  peo  -  pie  glad  - 1>'     ren  -  der 
For      a      cov-  'ring  spread  Thy  glo  -  ry 
Thine  the  good-ness, Thine  the   mer  -  it, 


great, 
best; 
dome; 
prove; 
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wait; 
blest; 
home; 
love; 
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Gen-tle      Je   -  sus!  gen  -  tie  Je  -  sus! 

Gen-tle  Shep-herd!  gen-tle  Shep-herd! 

Gen  tie     Sav  -  ior!  gen  -  tie  Sav  -  ior! 

Gen-tle     Mas  -  ter!  gen  -  tie  Mas  -  ter! 
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Let  Thy  meek  -  ness  on     us 

Let  Thy   pres  -  ence  make  us 

Come  to     this       our  Sab-bath 

Seal  our    of-  f'ring  with  Thy 
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Gen-tle     Je  -  sus!  gen-tle    Je  -  sus!    Let  Thy  meek-ness  on     us    wait. 
Gen-tle  Shepherd!  gen-tle  Shepherd!  Let  Thy  pres  -  ence  make  us  blest. 
Gen-tle     Sav-ior!   gen-tle   Sav -ior!  Come  to   this      our  Sabbath  home. 
Gen-tle    Mas-ter!  gen-tle  Mas-ter!  Seal  our  of  -  f'ring  with  Thy  love. 
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JESUS,  THE  SAVIOR. 


See,  from  Zion's  Sacred  Mountain. 


no. 


Thomas  Kelly. 
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"Regent  Square." — Henry  Smart. 
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1.  See,    from      Zi   -   on's          sa    -   cred  mount  -  ain,  Streams    of  liv    -   ing 

2.  Thro'  ten     thou  -  sand       chan  -   nels     flow   -  ing,  Streams    of  mer  -    cy 

3.  Glad-dened    by       the         flow   -    ing    treas   -  ure,  All       en   -  rich  -  ing 
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wa    -      ter        flow;  God        has  o    -    pened    there         a     fount  -  ain, 

find       their      way:  Life,       and      health,    and         joy  be  -  stow  -  ing, 

as  it  goes,  Lo!        the  des  -    ert        smiles     with  pleas  -  ure, 
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They    are  bless  -  ed,     Who  its  sov   -  'reign  vir  -  tues  know. 

O           ye     na  -  tions!  Hail  the  long  -  ex  -  pect  -  ed      day. 

Lo!       the  des  -  ert     Sings  for  joy       wher-e'er      it     flows. 
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Author  not  known. 


Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  Sheep. 


"Great  Shepherd."— G.  K.  Root. 
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1.  Great  Shep  -  herd      of 

2.  I  fear         I       may 

3.  But    when       the     road 

4.  Till,     from      the      soil 


Thy 
be 


of 


sheep, 
torn 
long, 
sin 
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Who      all     Thy  flock  dost  keep, 

By        many    a      sharp   set  thorn, 

Thy        ten  -  der     arm,   and  strong, 

Cleansed  and  made  pure  with  -  in 
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Lead  -  ing        by       wa    -  ters  calm, 

As        far       from    Thee  I  stray 

The    wea    -    ry        one  will  bear;' 

Dear   Sav   -    ior,     whose  I  am 

1 


Do     Thou      my 
My     wea   -    ry 
And  Thou    wilt 
Thou  bring  -  est 


foot  -  steps  guide, 

feet      may  bleed, 

wash    me  clean, 

me       in  love. 
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To       fol   -    low 
For  rough     are 
And  lead       to 
To      Thy    sweet 


by        Thy    side, 
paths  which  lead 
pas  -   tures  green, 
fold       a    -    bove, 


Make  me 
Out       of 
Where  all 
A         lit 
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Thy        lit    -    tie  lamb. 

Thy      pleas  -  ant  way. 

the    flow'rs    are  fair, 

tie      snow-white  lamb. 
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To  Thy  Pastures  Fair  and  Laree. 

Rev.  James  Merrick.  „^.. 

J  =   S8.  Dijon."— J.  G.  BlTTHAITER. 


To  Thy  pas-tures  fair  and  large, 
When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
Safe  the  drear -y  vale  I  tread', 
Con  -  stant     to    my    la  -  test     end, 


Heav'n  -  ly      Shep-herd,  lead  Thy  charge, 
Thou   shalt  guide  my     wea  -  ry      feet 
By       the  shades    of    death  o'er-spread, 
Thou     my     foot  -  steps  shalt    at  -  tend; 
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And       my   couch,  with  tend 'rest    care,    'Mid   the  spring  -  ing  grass    pre  -  pare. 
To  the  streams  that,  still    and    slow,    Thro' the     ver  -  dant  mead  -  ows     flow. 

With    Thy      rod      and  staff  sup -plied,    This   my   guard — and  that      my    guide. 
And     shalt      bid      Thy   hal  lowed  dome  Yield  me      an        e   -   ter  -   nal    home. 
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The  King"  of  Love  my  Shepherd  is. 


Henry  W.  Baker 
J  =  76. 


"Dominus  Regit  Me."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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The   King   of  Love  my  Shep-herd  is,    Whose  goodness  fail -eth     nev   -   er;      I 
Where  streams  of  liv-ing   wa-tersflow,    My     ransomed  soul  He    lead  -  eth,  And 
Per  -  verse  and  fool-  ish    oft      I  strayed,  But    yet      in    love   He  sought  me,  And 
In  death's  dark  vale   I     fear   no     ill      With   Thee,  dear  L,ord,  be-side     me;  Thy 
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noth  - 
where 
on 
rod 
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And 
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ing  lack  if  I  am  His  And  He  is  mine  for  -  ev  -  er. 
the  ver-dant  pas-tures  grow,  With  food  ce  -  les  tial  feed  -  eth. 
His  shoul-der  gen-tly  laid,  And  home,  re-joic-ing,  brought  me. 
and  staff  my  com-fort  still,     Thy  Cross  be -fore   to 


guide    me.      A  -  men. 
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5  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight, 
Thy  unction  grace  bestoweth; 
And  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  Thy  pure  chalice  floweth! 


6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 
Thy  goodness  faileth  never; 
Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  Thy  praise 
Within  Thy  house  forever! 

THE  SHEPHERD. 
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Words  from  S 


The  Snow  was  Drifting-  O'er  the  Hills. 


"The  Good  Shepherd."— H.  R.  Palmei 


I.   The  s"7^sdnft.lng  o'er  the  hills,  The  wind  las  fierce  and    ] 

\  «'ButSeThvWtatpenCeW,th-in     Thi"e  own  well-guard-ed      fold-        O 
3-      But,since  Thy  flock  are    all      se  -  cure,  Why  to      the  height  re  -  pair? 


still  theShep-herd  for-ward  pressed,  His 
bhepherd,  pause,  for  wild  the  gale  That 
Thou  hast  nine  -  ty  -  nine     at    home,  Why 


head  in  sor  -  row 
ra  -  ges  o'er  the 
for        a     tru  -  ant 


bowed.    "O 
wold;"  "No! 
care?"  "Dear- 


Shepherd  rest,  nor  fur-ther  go,     The  tempest  hath  be  -  ffmr»  ' 
one  poor  lamb  hath  gone  astray,  And  soon  may  be  un  -  ££e-      I 
er       to   me  than  all  the  rest      Is  that  poor  struggling  son' 
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can-not  stay,  I 
can-not  stay,  I 
can-not  stay,  I 


must    a  -  way,    To  seek  my   long-lost  one    ...'..      To  seek   my   lofeg-lost  tnTe'  " 
-^=-  lost  one,  ° 


4     Good  Shepherd,  tell  me,  if  his  need 
™-i*  ™     bnng  the  wanderer  home, 
Wilt  Thou  not  punish  him  with  stripes 

Test  he  again  should  roam?  " 
"No!  I  would  clasp  him  to  my  heart 

As  mother  clasps  her  son; 
I  cannot  stay,  I  must  away' 
|| :  To  seek  my  long-lost  one."  :|| 
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3'en  so,  I  thought,  our  gracious  Lord 

Hath  in  His  heart  divine, 
A  wealth  of  love  for  all  His  saints— 

For  all  the  ninety-nine! 
But  most  He  loves,  and  most  He  seeks, 

The  soul  by  sin  undone; 
And  still  He  sighs,  "  I  must  away 
11  •  To  seek  my  long-lost  one."  :|| 


J.  Swain. 


O  Thou,  in  Whose  Presence. 
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"Meditation."— Frerman  Lewis. 
Har.  by  H.  P.  Main. 
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1.  0          Thou,     in    whose  pres-ence  my  soul     takes     de  -  light  On 

2.  Where  dost     Thou,    at  noon  -  tide  re    -  sort      with    Thy   sheep  To 

3-  Oh,      why  should     I  wan  -  der  an  a    -    lien    from    Thee '  Or 

4-  Ye       .daugh-ters      of  Zi     -    on,  de   -  clare,    have   you     seen  The 
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flic  -   tion     I  call, 

pas  -  tures   of  love? 

des   -    ert    for  bread? 
Is 
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Say,  why 

Thy  foes 
ra  -  el      shone?      Say,      if 
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fort  by  day,  and  my 
in     the      val    -    ley     of 

will  re  -  joice  when  my 
in   your  tents      my    Be- 
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song      in      the 
death  should  I 
sor  -   rows   they 
lov    -    ed      has 


night, 

weep, 

see, 

been, 


r 

My  hope,    my  sal  -   va   -    tion,    my  all! 

Or     a  -  lone      in  this     wil    -    der  -  ness  rove? 

And  smile     at  the    tears        I      have  shed. 

And        where  with  His  flocks      He      is  gone. 


5  His  voice,  as  the  sound  of   the  dulcimer! 6  He  looks!  and  ten  thousands  of  angels 
-sweet>  rejoice, 

Is  heard  'mid  the  shadows  of  death;  And  myriads  wait  for  His  word:    [voice, 

The  cedars  of  Lebanon  bow  at  His  feet;  He  speaks!  and  eternitv,  filled  with  His 

The  air  is  perfumed  with  His  breath.        [         Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 
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Our  Shepherd  Watcheth  O'er  Us. 


Fas.vt  J.  Crosby.  1S06. 
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hear, 
heat; 
dear; 


1.  Our    Shep  -  herd  watcheth     o'er        us.       His    gen   -  tie  voice   we 

2.  Be   -   neath     His  love  we're  shel-tered    From  noon-tide's  burn-ing 

3.  Our    Shep  -  herd  watcheth     o'er        us,       No      oth   -    er  friend  so 


And  what  -  so-e'er  be  -  falls  us, 
With  ten  -  der  care  He  leads  us 
In  all        our  cares  and        tri    -     als 


V-  "-  1    # *" — * — • 

— 0— 

r-f w-. * s 

m  •          mm          m 

— ^ — 1 

-4-     #            0  •         0                  °         0 

• 

Oz*    '    •  J.  "    s    ' 1 

/  ~    *              *    » 

0 
I 

m 
L-f-M U— 1- K— 

1 
—0 i f- 

i 

P • — ■-+. — • — • — * % — 

— 0 — 1 

— * 0-. 1     '0    -s- 

■ — ^—. — 

We     know    that  He      is      near; 
By      foun  -  tains  pure  and    sweet; 
His      gen  -    tie  voice   we      hear; 
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The  least  a-mong  His  chil  -  dren  He  still  de-lights  to  own; 
Our  Shep -herd  watcheth  o'er  us,  And  if  we  faith  -  ful  prove. 
He    knows    our    ev  -   'ry        sor  -    row;         In       Him      our  souls  are    blest; 
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Our  Shepherd  watcheth  o'er  us. 
Then  by  and  by  He'll  take  us 
And   in     His  lov  -  ing;      bos  -  om 


We     do     not  walk  a  -  lone. 

With  -  in      His  fold    a  -  bove. 

He    bids     us  sweetlv     rest. 
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We  May  Not  Climb  the  Heavenly  Steeps.       125 


J.  G.  Whittier. 


Arr.  W.  V.  Wallace. 
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1.  We  may       not  climb  the  heav*n-ly  steeps    To  bring     the  Lord  Christ  clown; 

2.  But  warm,  sweet,  ten  -  der,       e    -  ven   yet        A     pres  -    ent  help  is       He; 

3.  The  heal  -   ing      of     the    seam  -  less  dress     Is      by        our  beds  of     pain; 

4.  O  Lord      and    Mas  -  ter       of        us     all,    What-e'er      our  name  or      sign, 
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In  vain  we  search  the  low  -  est  deeps,  For  Him  no  depth  can 
And  faith  has  yet  its  01  -  i  -  vet,  And  love  its  Gal  -  i  • 
We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and  press,  And  we  are  whole  a  - 
We    own     Thy  sway,  we     hear     Thy  call,     We     test     our  lives  by 
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Always  With  Us,  Always  With  Us. 
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"Schauffler."— Arr.  from  Beethoven  by  H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Al  -ways    with  us,    al  -  ways  with  us, -Words  of  cheer  and  words  of    love; 

2.  With  us      when  we  toil      in     sad-ness,  Sow  ing  much, and  reap- ing  none; 
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This,  the   ris  -  en  Sav  -  ior  whispers  From  His   dwell-ing  -  place        a-bove. 
Tell  -  insr   us      that  in       the     fu-ture   Gold-  en     har  -vests    shall        be  won. 
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He  Careth  for  Me. 


Rev.  H.  Bonar. 
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Arr.  from  Mozart. 
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1.  Yes,     for      me,    for      me      He  car  -  eth    With    a      brotk-er's  ten  -  der    care; 

2.  Yes,     in       me,     in       me      He  dvvelleth;      I         in      Him,  and  He    in      me! 
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Yes,  with    me,  with    me      He  shar-eth      Ev  -  'ry      bur  -   den,  ev  -  'ry    fear. 
And    my     emp  -  ty     soul     He  fill  -  eth,  Here,  and   thro'     e   -    ter  -   ni  -  ty. 
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Yes,    for      me      He    stand  -  eth  plead-ing      At       the  mer  -  cy  -  seat     a  -  bove; 
Thus    I       wait     for     His      re-  turn-ing,  Sing  -  ing  all      the  way    to    heav'n; 
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Ev  -   er       for      me     in   -    ter  -  ced  -  ing,     Con-stant  in        un  -  tir  -  ing  love. 
Such  the    joy  -  ful   song    of     morn-ing,     Such  the   tran  -  quil  song  of   ev'n. 
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Jesus  Wept!  Those  Tears  are  Over. 
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Arr.  by  H.  R.  PALMER. 
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1.  Je   -    sus  wept!  those  tears  are     o  -  ver, 

2.  Je  -    sus  wept!  and    still     in    glo  -  ry 

3.  Je   -    sus  wept!  that    tear    of    sor-row 


But  His  love  is  still  the  same; 
He  must  mark  the  mourner's  tear, 
Is  a      leg  -  a  -   cy       of    love, 
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Kins-man, Friend, and  el  -   der  Broth-er, 
Lov  -  ing    to        re  -  trace  the  sto  -  ry 
Yes-  ter  -day,     to-day,     to-morrow, 


Is 
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He 


His  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  name, 
the  hearts  He  strengthened  here, 
the    same  does   ev   -    er  prove. 
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Sav  -  ior,  who  can  love 
Je  -  sus,  while  Thou  call 
Thou      art     all  in         all 
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like  Thee,  Weep-ing  One  of  Beth-a  -  ny, 
est  me,  Let  me  think  of  Beth-a  -  ny, 
to     me,        Lov -ing  One    of  Beth-a  -  ny, 
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■ing      One,    Weep-ing    One,  Weep-ing    One  of  Beth  -  a 

me     think,    Let      me  think,  Let      me    think  of  Beth  -  a 

ing      One,     Lov  -  ing    One,  Lov  -  ing    One  of  Beth  -  a 
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Jesus  will  Never,  Never  Forsake  Thee. 
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1.  Je  -  sus     will      nev    -    er,       nev  -  er       for  -   sake       thee,     When  thou   art 

2.  Down  from  on      high       He      came  to        re  -   deem      thee;      Left     His  bright 

3.  What  tho'    the      dark  -   est    gloom  doth    en  -  shroud    thee,      Bli°-ht-ina-    thv 
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tempt  -  ed,      oh,     turn     un  -  to        Him;         Sin  -  ful      al  -  lure  -  ments  shall 
king  -  dom      to       suf  -  fer      and      die;  Now  in      thv    weak   -  ness      He 

hopes      in       the    morn-ing      of        life!  Je  -   sus,  Thv     Dav    -    Star,      is 
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conquer  thee   nev    -   er,  If  from  the     Sav 

ev  -  er     is      near     thee,     Smile  in     af  -  flic  - 
ris  -  ing  to     cheer   thee,       He  will  dis  -  perse 
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a  smile  thou  dost  win; 
for  Je  -  sus  is  nigh; 
the  shad-ows      of     night ; 
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He  with  His  blood  has 
He  by  His  power  for 
He      bv      His     love      doth 


wil  -  ling  -  ly  bought  thee, 
ev  -  er  will  shield  thee, 
ten  -  der  -  Iv      draw      thee. 


Ev  -  er  His 
And  with  thy 
Mer  -  cv      and 
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strength  to      thy  weakness  will     lend: 
sor  -  row  sweet  coin-fort  will     blend: 
grace    He     will  sure  -  ly     ex  -  tend: 


Je  -  sus  will     nev  -  er,      nev  -  er    for- 
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sake       thee,       Trust     in     Him    '    al    -     way 
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He's     ev  -   er      thy     Friend. 
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Since  Jesus  is  My  Friend. 

"Greenwood."— Jos.  E.  Sweetser. 


i.  Since  Je- sus       is      my  friend,    And    I       to   Him    be  -  long,      It    mat-ters 
2.     He  wh,is-pers     in       my  breast  Sweet  words  of  ho  -   ly     cheer:  How  they  who 
3-     Oh,     I  would   fix    mine    eyes      On  Christ, the  Lord    I      love,     And  sing  for 
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not  what  foes  in  -  tend,  How  -  ev  -  er  fierce  and  strono- 
seek  in  God  their  rest,  Shall  ev  -  er  find  Him  near, 
joy        of   that  which  lies     Stored  up      for      me         a  -   bove.       A   -    men 
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Thou  Art  the  Way. 


Bishop  G.  W.  Doane. 
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"Heber." — George  Kingsley. 
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1.  Thou  art   the  Way: 

2.  Thou  art  the  Truth 

3.  Thou  art  the  Life: 

4.  Thou  art  the  Way,   the 
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Thee     a  -  lone  From     sin     and     death  we    flee; 

word      a  -  lone  True     wis  -  dom     can      ini  -  part; 

rend  -  ing  tomb  Pro  -  claims  Thy   conqu'ring  arm, 

Truth,  the  Life:  Grant     us      that     Way    to    know, 
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And  he    who  would   the 
Thou  on  -  ly  canst      in   - 
And  those  who  put    their 
That  Truth  to  keep,  that 
-0-     -•-         -»- 


Fa  -  ther  seek,    Must    seek  Him,  Lord,  by   Thee, 

form   the  mind,_    And      pu  -    ri    -  fy        the  heart, 

trust    in  Thee  '  Nor     death,  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

Life     to    win,    Whose  joys      e    -  ter  -   nal   flow. 
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O  Jesus,  King-  Most  Wonderful. 


Bernard  of  Clairvaux. 
J  =60. 


"Valentia 


\ 


-Eberwein.    Arr.  by  George  Kingsley. 


■+-+ 


$ 


Mr-' 


*eeJ 


■a± 


-& 


-& — 
re  nowned, 
to     shine; 

fire, 


1.  O      Je-sus,  King  most  won  -  der  -  ful,    Thou  Con  -  quer  -  or 

2.  When  once  Thou  vis  -  it    -    est     the    heart,  Then  truth     be  -  gins 

3.  O      Je  -  sus,  Light  of       all      be  -  low,   Thou  Fount    of      life 
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4.  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  -  ev  -  er    bless;  Thee  may 
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we     love      a  -  lone; 
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Thou  Sweetness  most  in 
Then    earth-ly    van    -  i 
Sur  -  pass-ing    all      the 
And        ev  -  er     in      our 
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ef  -  fa  -  ble,       In 
ties   de-part;    Then 
joys  we  know,    All 
lives  ex-press    The 
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whom  all  joys      are      found; 

kin  -  dies  love      di    -    vine, 
that    we    can       de    -    sire; 

im  -  age    of    Thine     own. 
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Come  Unto  Me,  when  Shadows  Darkly  Gather. 


Mrs.  WM.  C.  1>;.  Fsling 
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I.  V.  Flagler. 


i.  Come  1111  -  to  me,  when  shad-ows  dark-ly  gath  -  er,  When  the  sad 
2-  }^r"e  ,a,re  the  man  -  sions  in  thy  Fa-ther's  dwell  -  ing,  Glad  are  the 
3.   I  here,  like   an       E   -    den      blos-som-ing     in     glad  -  ness,  Bloom    the   fair 
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wea  -  ry     and     dis   -    tressed,  Seek  -  ing 

sor  -  rows  nev  -  er        dim;       Sweet     are 

earth   too    rude  -  ly     pressed;    Come      un 
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for       com  -  fort 
the      harps     in 
to        me,       all 


from     your  heav'n  -  ly         Fa 
ho     -     ly       niu    -    sic      swell 
ye         who  droop      in 


ther,    Come 

ing,        Soft 

sad    •       ness,    Come 


un 
are 
un 


to        me,       "and 
the     tones    which 
to       me,        and 
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will    give   you  rest, 

raise   the  heav'n -ly  hymn.  [-Come    un  -   to        me,    Come      un   -  to 

I       will    give  you  rest.     ) 
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Come  Unto  Me,  Ye  Weary. 


Wm.  Chatterton  Drx. 


Arr.  from  Handel  by  Sir  A.  Sullivan. 


iefe 


¥ 


ZMZtL 


1.  "Come    mi    -    to    Me,      ye      wea     -    ry,      And 

2.  "Come    un    -    to    Me,     ye      wan  -  d'rers,   And 
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I       will    give    yon       rest." 
I       will    give    you      light." 
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Oh,  bless  -  ed    voice     of       Je    -    sus,  Which  comes    to      hearts      op   -  prest! 
Oh,     lov  -  ing  voice    of       Je    -    sus,  Which  conies     to      cheer      the      night! 
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It     tells     of      ben  -   e    •    die 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with    sad 


tion,      Of      par  -   don,  grace     and     peace, 
ness,     And     we       had       lost       our    way, 
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Of     joy     that  hath       no       end    -    ing,       Of     love  which  can  -  not      cease; 
But  morn  -  ing  brings   us       glad   -   ness,     And  songs  the  break   of       day; 
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Of     joy    that  hath    no  end  -  ing,     Of  love  which  can-not  cease. 

But    morn-ing  brings  us  glad  -  ness,  And  songs  the  break  of  day. 
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Come  Unto  Me,  when  Shadows  Darkly  Gather. 


Mrs.  Wm.  C.  E.  Esling. 
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"Henley." — Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Come      un  -  to      me,    when     shad-ows  dark-ly      gath  -  er,      When     the    sad 

2.  Ye      who  have  mourned  when  the  spring  flowers  were  taken,  When     the  ripe 

3.  Large      are  the    man  •  sions       in    Thy  Fa-ther's  dwell-ing,      Glad      are    the 

4.  There,    like  an       K    -    den      blos-som-ing   in      glad  -  ness,    Bloom   the   fair 
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heart  is 

fruit  fell 

homes  that 

flow'rs  the 


wea  -  ry      and      dis  -  trest,  Seek  -  ing      for      com  -  fort 

rich  -  ly        to      the  ground,  When   the   loved     slept,  in 

sor-rows    nev  -  er        dim,  Sweet    are     the     harps  in 

earth    too     rude  -  ly      pressed;  Come     un   -  to         me,  all 
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from  your  heav'nly  Fa-  ther,   Come    un  -  to     me,    and       I    will  give  you  rest, 
bright-er  homes  to  wa  -  ken,  Where  their  pale  brows  with  spirit  wreaths  are  crowned. 

ho-ly    mu- sic  swell- ing,    Soft    are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heav'nly  hymn. 

ye  who  droop  in  sad  -  ness,  Come    un  -  to     me,    and       I    will  give  you  rest. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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fhoueh  Your  Sins  be  as  Scarlet. 
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1.  "Tho' your  sins    be     as  scar-let,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow;     as    snow; 

2.  Hear  the  voice    that  entreats  yon,  Oh,    re-turn  ye   nn  -  to   God!      to    God! 

3.  He'll  for  -give  your  transgressions,  And  re-mem-ber  them  no  more;  no  more; 
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Tho'  they  be  red  . . 

He       is      of  great. 

'Look  un  -  to  ile,  . . 


like   crim-  son,  They  shall  be       as      wool;" 
com -pas  -  1    of   won-drous    love; 

ye     peo  -  pie.  "Saith  :'..e  Lord   your  God; 
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Tho'  they  be    red 
He       is 
Xookun-to    Me, 
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'Tho'   tout  sins        be        as    scar  -  let,     Tho'    yonrsiiis 
Hoar    the  voice      that     en-treats  yon,    Hear    the  voice 
He'll     for -give      your  tr  mis,  Hell    for -give 


be  as  scar  -  let, 
that  en  -  treats  you, 
your  trans-gres  -  sions, 
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-hall     be         as  white  as    sn:  shall    be 

re  -  turn       ye    un  -   to      God!      Oh,      re  -  turn 
And      re  -  mem  -  ber  them  no    more,    And      re  ■   mem 
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ber  them   no   more. 
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In  the  Silent  Midnight  Watches. 
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A.  Cleveland  Coxe. 
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1.  In        the     si  -   lent      mid-night  watch-es,  List, — ■  thy  bo  -  som  door! 

2.  Death  comes  down  with  reck -less    foot -step,  To        the  hall    and  hut; 

3.  Then      'tis  thine    to      stand   en  -  treat -ing  Christ      to     let     thee  in; 
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How        it  knock-eth,    knock-eth,  knock-eth,      Knock -eth      ev    -  er 

Think  you  death  will    stand     a  -  knock-ing      Where  the   door  is 

At          the   gate     of      heav  -  en    beat  -  ing,       Wail  -  ing     for  thy 
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Say  not  'tis  thy  pulse  is  beat  -  ing: 
Je  -  sus  wait -eth,  wait  -  eth,  wait -eth; 
Nay,      a  -  las!    thou     fool  -  ish      vir  -  gin, 
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'Tis  thy  heart  of  sin; 
But  thy  door  is  fast! 
Hast    thou  then       for   -   got? 
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'Tis      thy  Sav  -  ior  knocks,  and    cri   -  eth,  Rise,  and     let        me 

Grieved,  a -way     thy      Sav-  ior      go  -  eth:  Death  breaks  in        at 

Je    -    sus  wait  -  ed       long     to  know  thee,  But     He   knows  thee 
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Come  Close  to  the  Savior. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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II.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Come     close  to    the  Sav 

2.  Conie     close   to    the  Sav 
V  Come     close  to    the  Sav 


ior,  Thy        lov  -  ing      Re  -  deem   -    er, 

ior,  He        call  -  eth    thee    gen    -    tly, 

ior,  Earth-  pleas -ures   are     fleet    -   ing, 
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op  -   pressed, . 
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O      sorrowing  heart  oppressed,  (sore-ly    oppressed:)  Life's  journey  is  drear  y, 
Draw  near  to  thy  Father's  throne,  (thy  Father's  throne;)  His  eye  will  behold    thee, 
But       Je-sus  will  care  for  thee,  (He'll  care  for   thee;)  What-ev-er  may  grieve  thee, 
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Thy  spir-it  is  wea  -  ry;  Oh,  come  un  -  to  Him 
His  mer-cy  en -fold  thee,  Why  car  -  ry  thy  grief 
He       nev  -  er  will  leave  thee,    Thy  strength  as     thy    day 
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rest, 
lone? 
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Come  close  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 
Come  close  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 
Come      close    to      the    Sav    -    ior, 


Oh,  why  dost  thou  lin  -  ger? 
Oh,  trust  and  re  -  mem  -  ber, 
Oh,      come    as        a      bird    -  ling 
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Come  Close  to  the  Savior — Concluded 

op   - 


He  knoweth  thy  heart  op-pressed, (sorely  oppressed.)    His  promise  be-liev  -  ing, 
Through  tri-als  our  souls  are  blest,  (richly  are  blest. )    What  -  ev  -er  betide     thee, 
Flies  back  to  its  par  -  eut    nest,  (flies  to  its   nest.)  Where  peace  like  a  riv  -  er, 
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His      message  re  -  ceiv  -  ing,        Oh,    come  un  -  to  Him  and        rest. 

Thy      Ref-uge  will  hide    thee,       Oh,    come  un  -  to  Him  and        rest. 

Flows  on-ward  for  -  ev    -    er,  Oh,    come  un  -  to  Him  and        rest. 
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Chorus.  Slowly. 


as.  Slozvly.  ^     ^  dove, ^ 
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Peacefully,  tranquilly,  tenderly     rest,    Folding  thy  wings  like  a  dove,  like  a  dove, 
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dove, . 
Safe  in  the  arms  of  His  love. 
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Peace-ful-ly,tran-quil-ly,  ten-der-ly   rest,  Safe  in  the  arms, in  the  arms  of  His  love. 
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of  His  love. 
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Christ  is  Knocking-  at  My  Sad  Heart. 


H.  R.  P. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Christ       is   knock  -ing     at      my        sad   heart;  Shall  I  let  Him  in? 

2.  Shall         I       send  Him   the     lov    -   ing    word;  Shall  I  let  Him  in? 

3.  Yes,         I'll       o  -  pen    this  heart's  proud  door,  Yes,  I'll  let  Him  in'; 
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Pa-tient-ly  pleading  with  my  sad  heart;  Oh!  shall  I  let  Him 
Meek-ly  ac-cept-ing  ray  gra  -  cious  Lord ;  Oh!  shall  I  let  Him 
Glad  -  ly     I'll  welcome  Him  ev   -  er  -  more;   Oh!    yes,    I'll    let     Him 


in? 
in? 
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Cold  and  proud  is   my   heart  with  sin;       Dark   and  cheerless  is       all     with -in; 
He      can    in-fin-ite     love    im-part;       He      can   par-don  this    reb  -   el  heart; 
Bless -ed   Sav-ior,     a  -  bide  with  me;      Cares  and  tri  -  als  will  light-  er    be: 
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Christ    is     bidding  me     turn   un  -  to  Him,     Oh!  shall       I      let    Him      in? 

Shall      I     bid  Him  for  -  ev  -  er    de-part,      Or    shall      I      let    Him      in? 

I       am  safe     if    I'm     on  -  ly  with  Thee,  Oh!  bless  -  ed  Lord,  come    in. 
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The  Savior  Calls,  Let  Every  Ear. 
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Miss  Anne  Steele. 
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"  Woodstock."— DEODATUS  Dutton,  Jr. 
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1.  The    Sav  -  ior  calls,    let      ev  -  'ry    ear       At  -  tend  the  heav'n  -  ly 

2.  For     ev  -  'ry  thirst  -  y,    long  -  ing  heart,  Here  streams  of  boun  -  ty 

3.  Ye      sin  -  ners,  come,  'tis   mer  -  cy's  voice,  The   gra-cious  call        o 
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sound; 
flow, 
bey; 
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Ye      doubt  -  ing  souls,    dis  -  miss  your  fear,  Hope 
And      life    and  health  and     bliss     im-part,      To 
Mer  -  cy       in-vites       to    heav'n-ly  joys,    And 

smiles  re  -  viv  -  ing 
ban  -ish  mor  -  tal 
can  you  yet       de   - 

-P-      0 

round. 
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Jesus  Calls  Us  O'er  the  Tumult. 


Mrs.  Cecil  F.  Alexander. 


"  Talmar."— I.  B.  Woodbury. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  calls 

2.  Je  -  sus  calls 

3.  In    our  joys 

4.  Je  -  sus  calls 


us  o'er  the  tu  -  mult  Of  our  life's  wild,  rest-less  sea: 
us —  from  the  wor  -  ship  Of  the  vain  world's  gold-en  store; 
and  in  our  sor  -  rows,  Days  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease, 
us!       by  Thy  mer  -  cies,    Sav-  ior,  may     we    hear  Thy  call; 
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Day     by    day 
From  each  i    - 
Still    He  calls, 
Give  our  hearts 
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His  sweet  voice  sound-eth,      Say-iug,  Christian,  fol  •  iow    me! 
dol    that  would  keep    us —    Saying,  Christian,  low  me  more! 

in    cares  and    pleas-ures, — Christian,  love  me  more  lhar.  these! 

to     Thy    o    -    be  -  dience,  Serve  and  love  Thee  best    of     a!A. 
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Hark!  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Calling-. 


M.  B.  Seight. 
J  =  60. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Hark!  the  voice   of      Je  -   sus     call-  ing,   "Fol-low    me,       fol  -low  me!" 

2.  Who    will  heed   the     ho-   ly     man  -  date,  "  Fol  -  low    me,       fol  -  low  me!  " 

3.  Heark-en,  lest    He  plead  no      Ion  -  ger,    "Fol-low    me,       fol  -low  me!" 
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Soft  -  ly  thro'  the  si  -  lence  fall  -ing,  "Fol-low,  fol  -  low  me!" 
Leav-ing  all  things  at  His  bid  -  ding,  "Fol-low,  fol-low  me!" 
Once      a  -gain,   oh,      hear   Him    call  -  ing,     "Fol-low,    fol-low        me!" 
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As  of  old  He  called  the  fish  -  ers,  When  He  walked  by  Gal  -  i  -  lee, 
Hark!  that  ten-der  voice  en  -  treat -ing  Mar  -  i  -  ners  on  life's  rough  sea, 
Turn  -  ing  swift  at     Thy  sweet  sum-mons,     Ev  -   er-more,    O  Christ,  would  we, 
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His    pa  -  tient    voice     is     plead-ing 
tly,  lov  -  ing   -   ly,      re  -  peat  -  ing 
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Thy  love    all 
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"Fol-low,    fol  -  low       me! 
"Fol-low,    fol  -  low       me! 


else     for-sak-ing,      "Fol-low,    fol-low       Thee!" 
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HORATIUS   DONAR. 
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"Vox  Dilccti."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  I     heard    the  Voice    of      Je 

2.  I     heard    the   voice    of      Je 

3.  I     heard    the   voice    of      Je 
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be 


sus  say,  "Come  mi  -  to  Me  and  rest; 
sus  say,  "Be -hold,  I  free  -  ly  give 
sus   say,      "I      am     this  dark  world's  Light; 
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Lay  down 
The     liv 
Look  un 


,  thou  wea  -  ry   one,      lay  down   Thy  head     up  -  on      My  breast." 
ing     wa  -  ter:  thirst  -  y     one,  Stoop  down  and  drink  and     live." 
to      Me,    thy  morn  shall  rise,    And     all      thy    day      be   bright." 
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Je  -  sus 
Je  •  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 


§ 

I 

I 
I 


.£_ 


came 
came 
looked 
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Wea  -  ry   and   worn  and      sad; 
Of     that  life -giv- ing    stream; 
In     Him  my    Star,  my      Sun; 
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so 
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I      found   in   Him      a      rest  -  ing-place,    And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

My   thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re-vived,    And  now  I    live      in    Him. 

And     in     that  light    of      life     I'll  walk      Till  all    my  jour-ney's  done.     A-men. 
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I  Heard  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Say. 


HORATIUS  BONAR. 
J.   =56.     . 


"Invitation." — Arr.  from  Spohr. 
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1.  I    heard   the  voice    of 

2.  I     heard   the  voice    of 

3.  I     heard   the  voice    of 
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Je  -  sus  say,  "Come  nn  -  to  Me  and  rest; 
Je  -  sus  say,  "Be-  hold,  I  free  -  ly  give 
Je  -  sus  say,      "I        am    this  dark  world's  Light: 


£ 


^35 


^=P= 


*ffc£ 


-%=£ 


^ 


r-fZ7 


c r 

V 

own,  thou  wea  -  ry      one,    lay  down   Thy   head      up  -  on       My      breast, 
liv  -  ing    wa  -  ter;  thirst  -  y     one,    Stoop  down   and  .lrink,  and      live." 
un  -   to     Me;   thy  morn  shall  rise,    And     all        thy  day      be       bright. 
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I  came  to  Je  -  sus  as  I  was,  Wea  -  ry,  and  worn,  and 
I  came  to  Je  -  sus,  and  I  drank  Of  that  life-giv  -  ing 
I     looked  to     Je  -  sus     and      I   found     In      Him    my  Star,     my 


sad; 

stream; 

Sun; 
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I  found  in  Him  a  rest  -  ing-place,  And  He  has  made  me 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re-vived,  And  now  I  live  in 
And     in     that  light    of      life      I'll  walk   Till      all        my  jour  -  ney's 
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glad. 
Him. 
done. 
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Come  Unto  Me,  Ye  Weary. 
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Rev.  Wm.  C.  Dix 
J  =  I04. 


"Vox  Jcsu."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes 
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Oh,  bless  -  ed    voice  of  Je 

Oh,  lov   -  ing  voice  of  Je 

Oh,  peace  -  ful   voice  of  Je 

Oh,  pa  -  tient  love  of  Je 


sus,  Which  comes  to   hearts  op-pressed; 

sus,  Which  comes  to   cheer  the    night: 

sus,  Which  comes  to     end  our    strife: 

sus,  Which  drives   a  -  way  our    doubt: 
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It      tells  of     ben    -    e     -  die   -   tion,      Of     par   -   don,  grace,  and   peace, 

Our  hearts  were  filled    with  sad   -   ness,  And     we        had    lost      our    way, 

The    foe  is     stern     and  ea    -    ger,  The   fight 

Which  calls  us, —  ver    -    y  sin    -    ners,  Un  -  wor 


is      fierce  and    long; 
thy  thousrh  we       be 
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Of  joy      that  hath  no      end   -    ing,      Of      love  which  can  -  not 

But  morn  -  ing  brings  us      glad  -  ness,    And  songs  the  break    of 

But  Thou   hast  made  us    might   -  y,       And  strong-er      than   the 

Of  love      so      free  and  bound  -  less, — To     come,  dear  L,ord,  to 
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Come,  Ye  that  Love  the  Savior's  Name. 


Ax.xe  Steele. 
^  =  66. 


"Noel."— Lowell  Mason. 
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Come,  ye    that  love        the  Savior's  name,  And      joy    to  make      it    known, 
Be   -  hold  your  Lord,  your  Master.crowned  With     glo-ries     all         di  -   vine- 
When   in     His  earth  -    ly  courts   we  view    The       glo-ries      of        our     Kin°-, 
And  shall    we  long        and  wish    in  vain?  Lord,  teach  our  son°-s    to      rise: 
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The  Sov-'reign  of        your    hearts  pro-claim,  And     bow  be-fore      His  throne 

And  tell       the  won-d'ring    na  -   tions  round  How  bright  those  glo-ries  shine. 

We   long     to  love      as       an  -  gels    do,       And     wish  like  them  to      sing. 

Thy  love     can  an     -      i  -    mate   the  strain,   And     bid      it  reach  the    skies 
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SECOND   HYMN. 


Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross. 


1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flower}-  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 


3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure,  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign; 

Increase  nry  courage,  Lord! 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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Geo.  B.  Peck.  Hubert  P.  Main. 
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Come,  come  to 
Come,  come  to 
Come,  come  to 
Come,  come  to 
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Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 

Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 


He 
He 
He 
He 


waits  to 

waits  to 
waits  to 
waits  to 
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welcome  thee, 
rati-som  thee, 
light- en  thee, 
give   to    thee, 
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wand'rer! 
slave! so 
burdened! 
blind!  a 
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ea  -  ger-ly    Come,  come  to  Je  - 

will-ing-ly    Come,cometo  Je - 

trusting- ly    Come.cometo  Je - 

vi- sion  free;  Come, come  to  Je  - 


sus! 
sus! 
sus! 
sus! 


5  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
O  weary!  blessedly 
Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

6  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  carry  thee, 
O  lamb!  .so  lovingly, 
Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


BY   PER.   OF  HUBERT    P.   MAIN,    OWNER  OF  COPYRIGKT. 


Art  Thou  Weary,  Art  Thou  Languid? 


Rev.  John  M.  Neale.  D.  D.,  tr, 
J—  80. 


"Stephanos."— W.  H.  Monk. 


1.  Art  thou  weary,   art  thou  lan-guid,  Art  thou  sore  distressed?  "Come  tome,"  saith 

2.  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me    to  Him,    If    He     be  my   Guide? — "In     His  feet  and 

3.  Is    there   di  -  a-dem,  as  mon-arch, That  His  brow  a-dorns? — "Yea,  a  crown,  in 

4.  If        I     find  Him,  if      I     fol- low,  What  His  guerdon    here?  "Ma  -  ny  a  sor-row, 
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One,  "and  coming,        Be      at      rest." 
hands  are  wound-prints,  And  His     side." 
ve     -    ry  sure  -  ty,       But     of    thorns." 
ma  -  ny  a  la  -  bor,       Ma  -  ny  a    tear. ' ' 


wrfrfWf^ 


5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last? 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay?— 
"Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 
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While  Jesus  Whispers  to  You. 
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W.  E.  Witter. 
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H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  While   Je  -  sus  whis-pers    to    you,  Come,    sin-  ner, 

2.  Are      you  too  heav  -  y      la  -  den?  Come,   sin-  ner, 

3.  Oh,    hear  His  ten  -  der  plead-ing.  Come,    sin-  ner, 
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come! 
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pray  -  ing  for  3-ou,  Come,  sin-ner,  come!  Now  is  the  time  to  own  Him, 
bear  your  bur- den,  Come,  sinner,  come!  Je  -  sus  will  not  de-ceive  you, 
ceive  the  bless  -ing.    Come,    sin-ner,    come!     While  Je  -  sus    whispers    to     you, 
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Come,  sin-ner,  come!  Now  is  the  time  to  know  Him,  Come,  sin-ner,  come! 
Come,  sin-ner,  come!  Je  -  sus  can  now  redeem  you,  Come,  sin  ner,  come! 
Come,    sin-ner,    come!      While  we  are  praying  for  you,  Come,  sin-ner,     come! 
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To-day  the  Savior  Calls. 


Rev.  S.  F.  Smith. 
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God  Calling"  Yet. 


Gerhard  Tkrsteegen.  Tr.  by  Miss  J.  Borthwick. 
J  =  80.    . 


"Germany." — Arr.  from  Beethoven. 


1.  God    call  -  ing      yet!   shall      I 

2.  God    call  -  ing      yet!    shall      I 

3.  God    call  -  ing      yet!     and      shall 
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not    hear?  Earth's  pleas-ures  shall       I 
not     rise?       Can       I       His      lov  -    ing 
He    knock,    And       I        my   heart      the 
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still       hold  dear?  Shall  life's  swift  pass-  ing  years 
voice      de  -  spise,    And  base  -  ly     His    kind  care 

ing    to 
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er     lock?    He    still       is    wait 


all     fly, 
re  -  pay  ? 
re-  ceive, 


And     still      my 
He     calls     me 
And    shall      I 


soul  in  slum-ber  lie? 
still;  can  I  de  -  lay? 
dare  His  Spir  -  it  grieve  ?  A 
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God  calling  yet!  and  shall  I  give 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live? 
I  wait,  but  He  does  not  forsake; 
He  calls  me  still;  my  heart,  awake! 

God  calling  yet!  I  cannot  stay; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay: 
Vain  world,  farewell,  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 
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Take  My  Life,  and  Let  it  Be. 


F.  R.  Havergal. 
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i.  Take  my     life,   and    let     it       be  Con  -  se  -  era  -  ted,  Lord,  to 

2.  Take   my  voice,  and    let    rne    sing,       Al  -  ways,  on  -   ly,      for  my 

3.  Take   my    will,  and  make  it      Thine,     It    shall     be       no     Ion  -  ger 
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Take  my  mo-ments  and  my  days,  Let  them  flow  in  cease -less  praise; 
Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be  Filled  with  mes  -  sa-ges  from  Thee; 
Take     my  heart,    it        is   Thine    own;         It     shall     be     Thy  roy  -  al     throne; 
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Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move  At  the  im-pulse  of  Thy 
Take  my  sil  -  ver  and  my  gold —  Not  a  mite  would  I  with 
Take   my    love;   my  Lord,  I      pour        At     Thy   feet      its  treas-ure 
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Take     my     feet,    and     let  them  be 
Take     my      in   -   tel  -  lect,  and     use 
Take     my  -  self,    and      I     will     be 


Swift   and  "beau  -  ti   -   ful-'    for    Thee. 
Ev  -  'ry  pow'r    as    Thou  shalt  choose. 
Ev  -  er,      on   -  ly,      all      for    Thee. 
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Jesus,  I  My  Cross  Have  Taken. 
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Rev.  Henry  F.  Lvii:. 
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i.  Je   -   sus,    I        my  cross  have  la  -  ken,  All       to  leave  and  fol  -  low 

2.  Let    the  world  de-spise    and  leave  me,  They  have  left  my  Sav  -  ior, 

3.  Man  may  troub-le    and     dis  -  tress  me,  'Twill  but  drive  me  to      Thy 

4.  Go,  then,  earth-ly    fame  and   treasure!  Come,  dis  -  as  -  ter,  scorn,  and 
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too; 
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pain! 
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Na  -  ked,  poor,  de-spised,  for-  sa  -  ken,  Thou,  from  hence,  my  all     shalt 
Hu  -  man  hearts  and  looks  de  -ceive  me — Thou    art     not,   like  them,  un - 
Life   with  tri   -  als  hard  may  press  me;  Heav'n  will  bring  me  sweet -er 
In      Thy  serv  -  ice  pain    is    pleas-ure,    With   Thy   fa   -   vor    loss      is 
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rest! 
gain; 
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Per  -  ish,  ev  -  'ry     fond    am  -  bi  -  tion!     All     I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known, 

Oh,  while  Thou  dost  smile  up  -  on     me,     God      of    wis  -  dom,  love,  and  might, 

Oh,     'tis   not      in     grief    to    harm  me,  While   Thy  love     is      left       to  me; 

I    have  called  Thee — Ab-ba,    Fa-ther!       I    have  stayed  my  heart   on  Thee! 
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Yet    how  rich     is     my     con  -  di  -  tijn, 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  dis-owu  me, 

Oh,  'twere  not    in    joy      to  charm  me, 

Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gath-er, 
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God    and  heav'n  are  still     my    own! 
Show  Thy  face,  and    all        is    bright. 
Were  that    joy     un-mixed  with  Thee. 
All     must  work  for  good     to      me. 
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Thine  Forever!  God  of  Love. 
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"Aletta."— William  B    Bradbury. 
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— God     of    love, 
— Lord    of    life, 
— Sav  -  ior,  keep 
— Thou  our  Guide, 
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Hear    us    from  Tin-  throne  a  - 
Shield  us  thro'   our    earth  -  ly 
These  Thy  frail  and  trem-bling 
All      our  wants  by     Thee   sup- 
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Thine  for  -  ev   -   er      may    we     be, 
Thou,  the  Life,    the  Truth,  the   Way, 
Safe      a  -  lone    be  -  neath  TI13-  care, 
All        our  sins     by     Thee    for-giv'n, 
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Here  and     in        e   -  ter   -   ni  -  ty. 
Guide   us      to      the   realms  of    day. 
Let      us      all     Thy    good-ness  share. 
Lead    us,  Lord,  from  earth   to  heav'n. 
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Make  Use  of  Me,  My  God. 


HORATICS   BONAR. 


"Clifton." — J.  Brabham. 
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side,     One  whom  Thou  need-est      not. 

am  part,  how  -  ev  -  er   mean,    Of     this    great  wrorld  of  Thine, 

a     serv-ice       of     its   own,    For     all    things  wait    on  Thee, 
ant  peak,  the    lit  -  tie    hill:     My    God,     oh,     use     me      too!         A -vie?:. 
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Thou  Hidden  Love  of  God. 


Gerhard  Tersteegen.   Tr.  by  Rev.  John  Wesley. 
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"Yoakley."— Rev.  William  Yoakley. 
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Thee  my  heart  to  share?  Ah,  tear 
from  low-thoughted  care;  Chase  this 
low   -  ly    waits  Thy  call;      Speak   to 
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Christ,  of  All  My  Hopes  the  Ground. 


Rev.  Ralph  Wardlaw. 
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"Messiah."— Louis  Joseph  Ferdinand  Herold. 
^        I  Arr.  by  George  Kingsley. 
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1.  Christ,     of     all     my  hopes    the  Ground,  Christ,  the  Spring  of     all      tny      joy, 

2.  When       I  touch    the    bless  -   ed    shore,     Back     the  clos  -  ing  waves  shall  roll: 

3.  Gain,       to  part   from    all        my   grief;     Gain,      to     bid      my    sins    fare -well; 
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be     found,     Still       for  Thee   my  pow'rs     em-ploy. 


Still         in  Thee  may      I 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  nev  -  er     more       Part     from  Thee  my  rav  -  ished  soul. 

Gain,       of    all      my   gains     the    chief,        Ev    -    er   with  the  Lord      to    dwell: 
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Fount  -  ain  of  o'er  -  flow  -  ing  grace,  Free  -  ly  from  Thy  full  -  ness 
Thus,  oh,  thus  an  en  -  trance  give  To  the  land  of  cloud  -  less 
This      Thy  peo  -  pie's  por  -  tion,  Lord,    Peace     on  earth,  and   bliss      on 
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Till  I   close    my   earth  -  ly 

Hav  -  ing  known  it,  "Christ    to 
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live,*'  Let  me  know  it.  "Gain  to 
ward,  "Christ    to     live,  and    gain      to 
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Through  the  Night  of  Doubt  and  Sorrow.        153 

"Rex  Glorisc." — Henry  Smart. 
Tj.  by  S.  Baking  -Gould.  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern. 
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1.  Thro'  the  night    of    doubt  and    sor  -  row,     On-ward  goes  the    pil-grim 

2.  One      the  strain  that    lips       of    thou-sands    Lift    as    from  the  heart  of 
'.   On  -  ward,  there-fore,    pil  -  grim  broth-ers,      On-ward  with  the  Cross  our 
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-  ta  -  tion,  March-ing  to  the  promised  land, 
per  -  il,  One  the  march  in  God  be  -  gun: 
bat  -   tie,      Till     we   rest    be  -  neath  its  shade. 
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Clear    be-fore      us    thro' 
One      the  glad-ness     of 
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Broth  -  er  clasps  the  hand 
Where  the  One  Al-might 
Then    the    scat-t'ring  of 


of  broth -er,  Step-ping  fear-less  thro'  the  night. 
y  Fa  -  ther  Reigns  in  love  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more, 
all  shad  -  ows,  And  the  end  of  toil  and  gloom. 
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Far  Out  on  the  Desolate  Billow. 


R.  "W".  Raymond. 
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Ferd.  Silcher.    Har.  by  H.  P.  Main. 
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Far      out     on  the  des  -  o  -  late  bil  -  low,  The  sail   -   or        sails    the 

Far    down    in  the   earth's  dark  bo  -  som,  The  min  -  er        mines  the 

Forth  in   -    to  the    dread   -  ful  bat  -  tie,  The  stead  -  fast      sol   -  dier 

Ford,  grant  as  we    sail        life's   o  -  cean,  Or  delve     in  its   mines  of 
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A  -  lone  with  the  night  and  the  tem-pest,    Where  countless     dan  -  gers   be. 
Death  lurks  in   the      dark      be -hind  him,    And  hides   in  the  rock   be  -  fore. 
No  friend,  when  he  lies  a  -  dy  -  ing,     His   e}-es     to  kiss    and    close. 

Or  fight     in     its     ter  -  ri  -  ble  con  -  flict,    This  com  -  fort      all        to     know, 
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Yet,  nev  -  er   a  -  lone  is    the  Chris  -  tian,  Who  lives    by     faith  and   prayr;. 
±lh  z'.That,nev-er,  etc. 
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For  God   is    a  Friend  un  -  fail    -   ing,  And  God  is    ev  -  'ry  -  where.       A -men. 
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Awake,  My  Soul,  and  with  the  Sun 
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Lowry."— G.  F.  Root. 
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1.  A-wake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun      Thy  dai  -  ly     stage   of 

2.  Glo-ry      to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept,  And  hast  re-freshed  me 

3.  Lord,  I   my  vows    to  Thee   re -new:   Scat-ter  my    sins      as 

4.  Di-rect,  con-trol,    sug-gest,  this  day,     All      I      de  -  sign,    or 
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du  -  ty  run; 
when  I  slept; 
morn  -  ing  dew; 
do,         or    say; 
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Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joy- ful  rise       To    pay  thy    morn 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, I    may  of      end     - 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  tho't  and  will,  And  with  Thy-self 
That  all  my  pow'rs,  with  all  their  might,  In   Thy  sole  glo 
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less 
my 


sac   -   ri  -  fice. 
life    par-take, 
spir  -  it     fill, 
may     u  -  nite. 
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Peace,  Perfect  Peace. 
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1.  Peace,    per  -  feet  peace,      in      this    dark  world  of        sin:'        The   blood 

2.  Peace,    per  -  feet  peace,     by  throng-ing     du  -  ties      pressed:   To       do 
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— fi    Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round; 


On  Jesus'  bosom  naught  but  calm  is  found. 

4 
It  is  enough:  earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease, 


Je  -  sus  whispers  peace  with-in. 

will  of    Je  -  sus,— this  is        rest.     And  Jesus  calls  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 
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EReEJI   Peace,  perfect  peace,  the  future  all  unknown: 
-|g      I       JJ  Jesus  we  know,  and  He  is  on  the  throne. 
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Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Nfwman. 
^  =  92. 


Soprano  Solo. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Lead,        kind  -  ly   Light,     a- 

2.  I  was     not      ev   -   er 

3.  So  l°"g  Thy  pow'r  has 
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mid  th'en-cir  -  cling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me  on; 
thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on; 
blest  me,   sure  it         still     Will      lead        me        on; 
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1.  Lead  Thou     me      on; 

2.  Shouldst  lead    me      on; 

3.  Will    lead      me      on; 
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Lead,  Kindly  Light— Concluded. 
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Keep      Thou   my         feet;.  , 

I  loved   the         gar 

And       with     the         morn , 
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Lead     Thou    me  on. 

Lead     Thou    me  on. 

Lead     Thou    me  on. 


Keep  Thou  my 

I    loved  the 

And  with  the 
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I      do      not    ask        to    see        The       dis  -  tant  scene;    one    step      e- 

ish   day,    and   spite      of    fears,    Pride    ruled    my     will:       re-  mem  her 

those  an  -  gel      fac    -    es  smile  Which        I       have   loved    long  since,  and 
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gar  -    ish  day,    and   spite      of    fears, 

morn  those  an  -  gel       fac   -  es    smile 
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One  step    e-nough  for    me. 
Re  -  mem-ber  not  past   years. 
Which   I    have  lost    a   -  [Omit, 
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Lord  Jesus  Christ,  My  Life,  My  Light. 


M.  Eehemb.     Tr.  by  Miss  C.  Winkworth. 
J  =  60. 


'Rolland."— Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Lord    Je  -  sus  Christ,  my  Life,  my  Light,  My  strength  by  day,  my  trust  by  night, 

2.  Oh,     let  Thy  suff -'rings  give  me  pow'r  To     meet  the  last  and  dark-est  hour, 

3.  Since  Thou  hast  died,  the  pure,  the  just,      I       take  my  homeward  way  in  trust; 

4.  And  when  the   last    great  day    is  come.And  Thou,  our  Judge.shalt  speak  the  doom, 
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On   earth  I'm   but       a      pass  -  ing  guest,    And   sore-ly  with  my  sins  op-pressed, 
Thy  cross,  the  staff  where-on      1     lean,  My  couch,  the  grave  where  Thou  hast  been, 
The  gates    ofheav'n,  Lord,  o  -  pen  wide,    When  here   I    may   no  more   a-  bide, 
Let    me   with  joy      be  -  hold   the  light,      And    set  me  then  up  -  on  Thy  right, 
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And    sore-ly   with  my  sins  oppressed. 
My  couch, the  grave  where  Thou  hast  been. 
When  here  I     may    no  more   a  -  bide. 
And    set   me  then   up  -  on   Thy  right. 
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Renew  this  wasted  flesh  of  mine, 
That  like  the  sun  it  there  may  shine 
Among  the  angels  pure  and  bright, 
Yea,  like  Thyself,  in  glorious  light. 

Ah,  then  I  have  my  heart's  desire, 
W7hen,  singing  with  the  angels'  choic. 
Among  the  ransomed  of  Thy  grace, 
Forever  I  behold  Thy  face! 


Awake,  My  Soul,  Stretch  Every  Nerve. 


Philip  Doddridge. 


'Christmas."— Handel. 
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1.  A  -   wake,  my  soul,  stretch  ev-'ry     nerve,    And   press  with  vig   -   or       on; 

2.  A       cloud   of   wit  -ness-es      a  -   round     Hold  thee     in     full      sur  -  vey; 
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Awake,  My  Soul— Concluded 


A      heav'n-ly     race    de-mands  thy   zeal,     And    an     im  -  mor  -  tal    crown 
For- get      the    steps    al  -  read  -  y      trod,     And   on -ward  urge  thv   wav     ' 
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And     an     im  -  mor -tal  crown. 

And     on  -  ward  urge  thy  way.  A-mcn. 
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'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high, 

'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  uplifted  eye. 

[nerve, 
Then   wake,    my  soul,   stretch   every 

And  press  with  vigor  on; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 

And  an  immortal  crown.     Amen. 


In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory. 


Sir  Johx  Bowring. 
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"Rathbun."— Ithamar  Conkey. 


f 


m 


rf.' 


i 


In      the   cross    of    Christ   I     glo  -  ry, 
When  the  woes   of     life      o'er-take  me, 
When  the  sun      of     bliss     is    beaming, 
Bane  and  bless-ing,  pain    and   pleasure, 
In      the   cross    of    Christ   I     glo  -  ry, 


TJi 


j=$i 


i 


jr.* 


Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
Hopes  de  ceive,  and  fears  an  -  noy, 
Light  and  love  up  -  on  my  way, 
By  the  cross  are  sane  -  ti  -  fied; 
Towering   o'er   the  wrecks  of   time; 
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All  the  light  of 
Nev-er  shall  the 
From  the  cross  the 
Feace  is  there,  that 
All   the  light     of 
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sa     -     cred   sto  -  ry 
cross      for -sake  me; 
ra   -   diance  streaming 
knows    no  meas-ure, 
sa     -     cred   sto  -  ry 


Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub-lime. 
L,o!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
Adds  more  lus -ter  to  the  day. 
Joys  that  thro'  all  time  a  -  bide. 
Gath-ers  round  its     head  sub-lime. 
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Rev.  Wm.  A.  Muhlenberg. 
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I  Would  Not  Live  Alway. 

"Frederick"— G.  Kingsley. 
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1.  I            would     not  live 

2.  I            would     not  live 

3.  Who,     who     would  live 

4.  Where  the  saints      of  all 
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Where    storm  aft 

Temp    -     ta     -  tion 

A        -      way  from 
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The        few  lu   -   rid         morn  -  ings       that  dawn 

E'en  the  rap    -    ture      of  par  -   don         is  min 

Where  the   riv    -     ers        of         pleas  -  ure        flow  o'er 

While  the    an  -   thems     of  rap  -   ture        un     -  ceas 
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the    bright  plains, 

ing  -    ly  roll, 


it? 


p=f=g 


m 


£ 


r-hr 


--F 


=F 


st 


3^5 


W^=^ 


m 


1    1  ■ 

Are    e-nough     for    life's      woes,  full     e  -  nough     for    its  cheer. 

And  the   cup      of  thanks  -  giv    -  ing  with    pen     -     i  -  tent  tears. 

And  the  noon  -  tide      of         glo    -  ry      e    -    ter   -    nal  -  ly  reigns; 

And  the  smile    of      the       Lord  is    the    feast       of    the  soul!      A  -  men. 
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Rev. 


J.  II.  Newman. 
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"Lux  Bcnigna."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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kind-  ly  Light,  a  -  mid  th'cn  -  cir-cling  gloom,  Lead  Thou 
was  not  ev  -  er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead 
long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,     sure     it         still  Will     lead 
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on;       The    night    is  dark,  and     I     am     far  from  home; 
on;  I      loved    to  choose  and  see   my  path;  but    now 

on;       O'er  moor  and  fen,    o'er  crag  and  tor- rent,  till 
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The  dis    -      tant      scene;      one    step       e     -      nough  for         me. 

Pride     ruled         my         will;        re  -  mem  -  ber  not  past        years! 

Which       I  have      loved      long  since,  and         lost  a      -    while! 
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How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


George  Keith. 
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"Adeste  Fideles."— M.  Portogallo  Simao. 
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i.  How   firm      a  foun  -  da  -  Hon,  ye  saints  of  the      Lord,  Is  laid     for  your 

2.  "Fear  not,       I     am  with   thee,  oh,  be      not  dis  -  mayed,  For       I       am  "'thy 

3.  "When  thro'  fier  -  y  tri  -    als     thy  pathway  shall     lie,  My  grace,  all- suf  - 

4.  "E'en  down  to    old  age      all     my  peo  -  pie  shall    prove  My  sov-' reign  e   - 

5.  "The   soul   that  on  Je   -  sus  hath  leaned  for  re  -    pose,  I  will     not  '  I 
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His      ex  -    eel  -  lent  word!    What  more    can  He      say,    than  to 
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I       will     still     give  thee  aid; 

cient,  shall     be      thy     sup  -  ply, 

nal,     un  -  change  -  a'  -   ble    love 

not     de   -  sert       to      his    foes; 


I'll  strengthen  thee,  help    thee,  and 
The  flame  shall  not    hurt    thee:    I 
And  when  hoar-  y     hairs  shall  their 
That  soul,     tho'  all     hell  should  en  - 
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cause  thee    to      stand, 
on    -    ly      de  -  sign 
tern  -  pies      a   -   dorn, 
deav  -  or      to      shake, 
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To        you,  who  for      ref   -  uge  to  Je  -  sus 

Up  -   held    by   my      gra-cious,  om  -  nip  -  o- 

Thy     dross   to    con  -  sume,  and  thy  gold    to 

Like    lambs  they  shall  still       in    my  bo  •  som 
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ned?  To        you,     who  for      ref  -   uge      to       Je    -     sus   have    fled? 

hand.  Up    -    held      by  my      gra-cious,    om  -  nip     -     o  -  tent  hand, 

fine.  Thy       dross     to  con  -sume,  and    thy    gold        to       re  -  fine, 

borne.  Like      lambs  they  shall   still       in     my      bo  -    som    be    borne, 

sake!  I'll        nev  -    er,  no      nev  -    er,     no       nev    -     er     for  -  sake!" 
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My  Days  are  Gliding-  Swiftly  by. 
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E.  H.  Nklson. 
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"Shining  Shore."— G.   F.  Root. 
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1.  Mv       days  are  glid  -  ine  swift-ly      by,       And       I,  a      pil-grim  stran-ger, 

2.  We'll   gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear,    Our      dis  -  tant  homedis-cern-ing; 

3.  Should  com-ing  days    be  cold  and  dark,    We      need     not  cease  our  sing-ing; 

4.  Let       sor-row's  rud  -  est  tem-pest  blow,  Each  chord     on  earth   to      sev  -  er, 
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Wc  uld  not  de  -  tain  them  as  they  fly,  Those  hours  of  toil  and  dan  -  ger. 
Our  ab -sent  Lord  has  left  us  word,  Let  ev  -  'ry  lamp  be  burn-ing. 
That  per  -  feet  rest  naught  can  mo -lest,  Where  gold  -  en  harps  are  ring-  ing. 
Our  Kingsays, "come, "and  there's  our  home  For  -   ev    -     er,      oh,    for  -   ev   -   er. 
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Chorus. 
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For     oh!   we  stand  00    Jor-  dan's  strand,  Our  friendsare  pass  -  ing      o  -  ver, 
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And,  just  be-  fore,  the  shin-ing  shore  We  may     al-most  dis-cov  -  er.       A  -  men. 
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Breast  the  Wave,  Christian. 


Joseph  Stammers. 


"Onward."— W.  C.  Filby. 
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i.  Breast     the     wave,     Chris    -    tian,      When        it 

2.  Fight      the     fight,      Chris    -    tian,         Je    -      sus 

3.  Lift       thilie     eye       Chris    -    tian,        Just  as 


^ 


4 


■«— *■ 


d- 


£ 


^ 


It 


strong  -  est; 
o'er  thee: 
clos     -    eth ; 

J J 


m 


jpt- 


,-fr- 


J^ 


mm 


Hr 


zt 


-#-=- 


^> 


W 


3=E5 


Watch       for       day,        Chris   -    tian,       When         the    night's     long     -     est; 
Run  the       race,       Chris  -    tian,      Heav'n        is         be     -     fore        thee; 

Raise       thy      heart,      Chris   -    tian,  Ere  it  re     -     pos     -     eth; 
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The     rest    that     re  -   main  -   eth,     Will      be       for  -  ev  -    er. 

He     who  hath  loved  so   well,     Lov  -  eth      for  -  ev  -    er. 

And,  when  thy  work     is  done,  Praise  Him    for  -  ev   -    er. 
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Blessed  Assurance,  Jesus  is  Mine. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 
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1.  Bless-ed     as  -  sur  -  ance,   Je  -  sus     is       mine! 

2.  Per  -  feet  sub-mis  -  sion,    per-fect  de  -   light, 

3.  Per- feet  sub-mis  -  sion,   all     is      at       rest, 


Oh,  what  a     fore  -  taste    of 

Vi-sions   of    rap  -  ture   now 

I       in    my   Sav   -    ior     am 
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glo  -  ry     di  -  vine!      Heir    of    sal  -  va  -  tion,  pur  chase  of  God,        Born   of  J  ■  is 
burst  on   my   sight,       An  -  gels,  de-scend -ing,  bring  from  a  -  bove,      Ech -oes  of 
hap-py   and  blest,    Watching  and  wait -ing,  look-ing     a  -  bove,     Filled  with  His 
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Spir  -    it,  washed    in      His    blood. 
mer  -    cy,     whis  -  pers     of      love, 
good  -  ness,    lost       in      His     love. 
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Prais  ing  my    Sav    -   ior        all    the  day      long; 
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166         Oh,  Happy  Day,  That  Fixed  My  Choice. 


Philip  Doddridge. 
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'"Happy  Day.'' — Arr.  from  Kimbaclt. 
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Oh.   hap-py      day,  that  fixed  my  choice    On  Thee,  my  Sav  -  ior,  and  my  God! 
":ap-pv    bond,  that  seals  my  vows      To  Him  who  mer  -  its     all   my  love! 
'Tis  done,  the  great  trans-ac-tion's  done;       I      am  my  Lord's,  and  He   is    mine; 
Now  1  I  jng  -  di  -  vid  -ed  heart;  Fixed  on  this  bliss  -  ful  ce::  -ter,  i 

High  Heav'n, that  heard  the  solemn  vow,    That  vow  re-newed  shall  dai -  ly    hear, 
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Well  may  this  glow-ing  heart  re  -  joice,       And  tell   its    rap  -  tures  all     a  -  broad. 
Let  cheer-ful      an-thems  fill  His  honse,  While  to  that    sa  -  cred  shrine  I   move. 
He  drew  me,    and       I     fol-lowed  on,  Charmed  to  con-fess     the  voice  di  -  vine. 
Nor  ev  -  er      from  thy  Lord  de  -  part,     With  Him  of    ev  -   'ry  good  possessed. 
Till    in   life's    lat  -  est  hour  I       bow,      And  bless  in  death    a    bond  so   dear. 
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Sometimes  a  Light  Surprises. 
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William  Cowper. 
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"Endsleigh."— S.  Salvatoki. 
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1.  Some-times  a      light  sur  -  pris  -  es 

2.  In         ho  -  ly      con  -  tern  -  pla  -  tion, 

3.  It         can  bring  with     it      noth  -  ing 

4.  Though  vine  nor  fig  -  tree     nei  -  ther 
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The   Chris  -  tian  while      He    sings; 

We    sweet  -  ly  then      pur  -  sue 

But      He        will  hear        us    through; 

Their  wont  -  ed  fruit   should  bear, 


^ 


-P2- 


4 


LI> 


^B 


K 


§ 


wings; 

new: 

too; 

there; 


m 


r 

It  is       the   Lord  who       ris     -     es 

The  theme  of  God's  sal  -  va  -  tion, 
Who  gives  the  HI  -■  ies  cloth  -  ing, 
Tho'    all      the  fields  should  with   -   er, 
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I'm  a  Pilgrim. 


"  Buona  Nottc' 

-fv 


.-; 


-Italian  Melody. 
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I'm  a  pil-grim,  and  I'm  a  stranger: 
There  the  sunbeams  are  ev  -  er  shining, 
Of    that    coun-try,      to    which  I'm    go  -  ing, 


I  can  tar  -  ry,  I  can 
Oh,  my  long- ing  heart,  my 
My  Re-deem  -  er,     my      Re 
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tar  -  ry    but     a     night.  Do      not      de-  tain     me,      for      I     am        go  -  ing 

longing  heart  is     there;       Here     in     this  coun  -  try,       so  dark  and      dreary, 
deemer      is    the     light:  .    There      is       no    sor  -  row,     nor    an  -  y       sigh -ing, 
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CrIORUS. 


To  where  the  streamlets   are     ev  -  er    flow-ing. 
I      long  have  wandered  for  -  lorn  and  wea-ry. 
Nor    an  -  y     sin   there,  nor    an  -  y      dy-  ing. 
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Jesus,  Priceless  Treasure. 
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J.  Crueger,  Wittenberg,  1656. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  price-less    treas    -    ure,  Source  of     pur  -  est     pleas  -  ure,  Tru  -  est 

2.  In  Thine  arms   I       rest  me,    Foes  who  would  mo  -  lest        me  Can  -  not 

3.  Wealth,  I    will   not     heed       thee,    For      I        do     not     need      thee,  Je   -  sus 

4.  Hence,  all  fears  and    sad    -     ness,   For    the   Lord    of     glad   -  ness,  Je   -  sus, 
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Friend  to     me;     Ah!  how  long  I've  pant    -    ed,     And    my  heart  hath  faint   -   ed, 
reach   me  here;  Tho'  the  earth  be    shak    -    ing,     Ev  -  'ry   heart   be   quak  -   ing, 
is      my  choice;  Hon-ors,  ye  may  glis     -     ten,    But       I     will     not     list    -    en 
en  -  ters     in;   They  who  love  the   Fa    -      ther,  Tho'  the  storms  may  gath  -  er, 
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Thirst -ing,  Lord,      for    Thee!  Thine    I         am,     O       spot  -  less  Lamb,     I 

Je    •    sus   calms     my     fear;       Sin    and     hell     in       con-flict     fell      With 

To      your  tempt  -  ing  voice;    Pain     or      loss,  nor  shame  nor  cross,    E'er 

Still     have  peace    with  -  in;       Yea,  what -e'er     I  here  must  bear,    Still 
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Naught   I        ask       be 
Je   -    sus      will     not 
Since    He  deigns    to 
Je   -    sus,    price  -  less 
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Tis  My  Happiness  Below. 


William  Cowper. 
1/6.     , 


"Monsuldale."— From  Greatorex'  Collection. 
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'Tis      my   hap  -   pi-ness      be  -  low,  Not      to 

Tri   -   als  must    and  will      be  -  fall;  But   with 

God,     in       Is  -  rael,  sows    the      seeds  Of       af 

Tri   -    als  make  the  prom  -  ise      sweet;  Tri  -  als 
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But  the   Sav-ior's  power  to   know,  Sanc-ti  -   fy  -  ing    ev  -  ry  loss. 
Love  inscribed  up  -  on  them  all, —  This     is      hap  -pi  -  ness  to    me. 
These  spring  up  and  choke  the  weeds  Which  would  else  o"erspread  thesoil. 
Tri  -  als  bring  me     to     His   feet, —  Lav  me      low,  and  keep  me  there 
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How  Precious  is  the  Book  Divine. 


Rev.  John  Fawcett. 
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"Knox." — Temple  Melodies. 
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1.  How    pre- cious      is        the  book  di-vme,      By 

2.  O'er      all     the    strait     and  nar-  row  way       Its 

3.  It      sweet  -  ly    cheers    our  drooping  hearts,   In 

4.  This  lamp,  thro'    all        the  tedious  night     Of 
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this  dark  vale  of  tears; 
life,  shall  guide    our    way, 
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Bright   as        a      lamp      its     doctrines  shine,     To  guide  our  souls 

A     light  whose  nev   -   er  -  wea  -  ry     ray    Grows  bright-est      at 
Life,   light,  and    joy,         it      still      im- parts,    And  quells  our     ris 
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Work,  for  the  Ni^ht  is  Coming". 
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Miss  Anni 
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Lowell  Mason. 


1.  Work,     for     the  night       is         com   -    ing,    Work,  thro'    the  morn  •  ing  hours; 

2.  Work,     for    the  night      is        com   -   ing,    Work    thro'    the   sun   -   ny    noon; 

3.  Work,     for    the  night      is        com   -   ing,      Un   -   der     the   sun  -  set    skies; 
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Work,  while    the  dew        is      spark  -  ling,      Work    'mid  spring  -  ing    flowers: 
Fill      bright  -  est  hours  with        la    -    bor,       Rest    comes  sure     and      soon: 
While  their  bright  tints    are      glow  -   ing,       Work,     for      day  -  light      flies: 
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Work,  when  the  day  grows  bright-  er,  Work  in  the  glow  -  ing  sun; 
Give  ev  -  'ry  fly  -  ing  mo  -  ment  Some-  thing  to  keep  in  store; 
Work      till    the   last     beam       fad    -    eth,     Fad   -   eth      to  shine      no     more; 
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Work,  for  the  night  is 
Work,  for  the  night  is 
Work  while  the  nigtit      is 


com  -  ing  When  man's  work  is 
com  -  ing  When  man  works  no 
dark  -  'ning,    When   man's  work       is 


done, 
more, 
o'er. 
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If  You  Cannot  on  the  Ocean. 


Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates. 
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"Your  Mission." — S.  M.  GkanniS. 
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you  can  -  not      on      the     o  -   cean  Sail       a  -  mong  the  swift  -  est     fleet, 

you  are     too  weak    to   jour  -  ney  Up      the  mount-ain,  steep  and   high, 

you  can  -  not      in      the   har  -  vest  Gar  -  ner    up      the  rich  -  est  sheaves, 

you  have  not  gold   and   sil   -  ver  Ev   -    er    read  -  y      to     com-mand; 
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Rock-ing      on        the  high -est      bil-lows,  Laugh-ing      at 
You    can  stand    with  -  in     the     val  -  ley    While  the     mul 
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the  storms  you  meet; 

-  ti-tudes      go    by; 

-  less  reap  -  er   leaves, 

-  er      0    -     pen  hand, 

&V 

5    •        5       m                    Lt       5  • 

P 

e  • 

1*    HP  .        *      1 

19J-,       4         f 

r 

^— -r?      j          j 

*        P 

[/ 

v      V           V 

V          •       V        r         v       V 

1/                 0 

• 

U 

0 

n        n       n 

V 

k       s        N                N 

K 

\     h. 

o> 

\  y  \       1        1 

1            K              J        *      J 

f^     Is 

s    r 

IS 

H 

lA  h     m         A 

J           J^     J         #         8       *  • 

j     j 

J 

A         J 

J> 

(\)    ■    *         0 

9 : 

as        «        r      *• 

i    i 

3: 

1 — £-f- 

4 

You   can 
You  can 
Go     and 
You   can 

/  s    T    T 

stand 
chant 
glean 
vis    - 

f 

-£—    _l 

a  -  mong  the    sail-ors, 
in    hap  -  py    meas-ure 
a -mong  the     bri-ers,    ( 
it     the      af  -  flict-  ed, 

-r  t   f    t  r- 

Anchored 

As    they 

}row  -  ing 

O'er    the 

yet 
slow 
rank 

err    - 

1 — 

with-in 
-    ly  pass 
a-gainst 
ing  you 

f"     f" 

— * 8 — ■ 

the  bay; 
a  -  long; 
the  wall, 
can  weep; 

f-  f  ■ 

ssH. — t~ 

"t 

~~ * — 1* — 

-lr-- 

"fe"" f  ' 

~~r~ H 

^■^fo * £ 

-r-*— 

— ff — F 1 5 / — 

-y fc/— 

— b — * 

— # — f— 

1/      b 

1/ 

•     U      1/ 

u 

1. 

m 


^ 


You 
Tho' 
For 
You 


can     lend 
they   may 


it 
can 


may 
be 


a    hand 
for  -  get 
be  that 

a    true 


^-T>     y =5= 


^ 


to  help  them,    As    they  launch  their  boats    a  -  way, 
the  sing -er,      They  will     not     for  -   get      the  song, 
their  shadow     Hides  the  heav  -  iest  wheat     of     all, 
dis  -  ci  -  pie,      Sit  -  ting     at      the      Sav  -  ior's  feet, 
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CHRISTIAN  ACTIVITY. 
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As   they  launch  their  boats   a  -  way. 
They  will  not       for  -  get     the  song. 
Hides  the  heav  -  iest  wheat  of    all. 
Sit  -  ting     at        the  Sav  -  ior's  feet. 
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Do  not,  then,  stand  idly  waiting 

For  some  greater  work  to  do; 
Time  moves  on  with  rapid  motion, 

Life  and  death  are  both  in  view; 
Go  and  toil  in  any  vineyard, 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare; 
If  you  want  a  field  of  labor, 

You  can  find  it  anywhere. 


Hasten,  Lord,  the  Glorious  Time. 
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Harriet  Auber. 
J  =  69. 


"Sltham."— Lowell  Mason. 
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Hast  -  en,    Lord, 
Mightiest  Kings 
Then  shall  wars 
Bless  we,   then, 
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the  glo  -  riouy  time,  When,  be-neath  Mes  si  -  all's  sway, 
His  pow'r  shall  own;  Hea-then  tribes  His  name  a  -  dore; 
and  tu  -  mults  cease;  Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 
our    gra  -  cious  Lord ;     Ev  -  er  praise  His  glo-rious   name* 
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Ev  -  'ry     na  -  tion, 
Sa  -   tan  and     his 
Righteousness,  and 
All     His  might  -  y 
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ev  -    ry    clime, 
host,  o'er-thrown, 
joy,    and   peace, 
acts      re  -  cord; 


f 
Shall  the  gos-pel  call    o   -   bey; 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more; 
Undisturbed,  shall  ev  -  er  reign; 
All    His  wondrous  love  pro-  claim; 
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-  'ry      na  -   tion,    ev  -  'ry    clime,    Shall  the     gos-pel  call       o   -    bey. 

-  tan    and       his     host,  o'erthrown,  Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no     more. 
;hteousness,      and    joy,    and   peace,     Un  -  dis-turbed,  shall  ev  -  er      reign. 

His  might  -  y      acts     re  -  cord;      All     His  wondrous  love  pro  -  claim. 
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Jesus  Shall  Reign  Where'er  the  Sun. 


Isaac  Watts. 


"Warrington." — R.  Harrison. 
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1.  Je    -    sus  shall 

2.  To      Him  shall 
V  Peo  -  pie  and 
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Does  his  sue 
And  end  -  less 
Dwell      on         His 
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ces   -   sive  jour-neys      run;        His    king-dom      stretch  from 

prais  -  es     crown   His      head;      His  Name  like       sweet  per   ■ 

love      with  sweet  -  est       song;     And       in  -  fant        voi     -  ces 
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4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns: 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  burst  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 
And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 


1 5  Let  every  creature  rise,  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen.     Amen. 


On  Thy  Church,  O  Power  Divine! 


Harriet  Auber. 
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'Rosefield."— Rev.  A.  H.  C.  Malan. 
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i.     On  Thv  Church,  O   Power    di  -  vine!  Cause    Thy  glo  -  rious  face     to     shine, 
2.  Then  shall  God,  with    lav  -  ish   hand,    Scat  -  ter  bless  -  ings  o'er  the     land; 
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MISSIONS. 


On  Thy  Church,  O  Power  Divine — Concluded. 
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Till     the      na-tions,  from      a   -    far,        Hail       her    as      their  guid- ing 
Earth  shall  yield  her    rich      in  -  crease,    Ev   -    'ry  breeze  shall  whis-  per 
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Till     her    sons,  from  zone      to    zone,    Make  Thy  great      sal  -  va  -  tion  known. 
And    the  world's  re  -  mot  -   est  bound,  With   the  voice      of  praise   re  -  sound. 
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Eternal  Father,  Thou  Hast  Said. 


Rev.  Ray  Palmer 
!=6o. 


"Wimborne." — John  Whitaker. 


1.  E  -  ter  -  nal   Fa- ther,  Thou  hast  said,  That  Christ  all  glo  -  ry    shall  ob-tain; 

2.  We  wait  Thy   tri-umph,  Sav- ior    King,  Long   a    -   ges  have  pre  pared  Thy  way; 

3.  Thyhostsare  mustered    to      the    field,  "The  Cross!  the  Cross!"  the  bat-tie  -  call; 

4.  On  mountain-tops  the  watch-fires  glow,  Where  scattered  wide  the  watchmen  stand; 


That  Hewhoonce   a       suf-f'rer 
Now   all    a-broad  Thy   ban  -  ner 
The  old  grim  tow' rs  of  dark-  ness 
Voice  echoes  voice,  and  on  -  ward 


bled 
fling, 
yield, 
flow 
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Shall  o'er  the  world    a    conqu'ror  reign. 
Set  Time's  great  bat  tie    in       ar  -  ray. 
And  soon  shall  tot -ter    to   their     fall. 
The  joyous  shouts  from  land  to      land. 


Oh,  fill  Thy  Church  with  faith  and  power, 
Bid  her  long  night  of  weeping  cease; 

To  groaning  nations  haste  the  hour 
Of  life  and  freedom,  light  and  peace. 


Come,  Spirit,  make  Thy  wonders  known, 
Fulfill  the  Father's  high  decree; 

Then  earth,  the  might  of  hell  o'erthrown, 
Shall  keep  her  last  great  jubilee. 
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From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains. 


Bishop  Heber. 
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"Missionary  Hymn."— Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  From  Greenland's    i   -    cy  mount  -  ains,  From     In  -  dia's    co  -  ral 

2.  What  though  the    spi  -  cy  breez  -   es      Blow    soft    o'er    Cey-  Ion's 

3.  Can       we,  whose  souls  are  light   -   ed      With  wis  -  dom  from     on 
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high, 
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Where     Af  -  ric's   sun  -  ny       fount-  ains        Roll    down  their  gold  -  en     sand; 

Though    ev  -  'ry    pros-pect      pleas  -   es,        And      on   -  ly     man      is      vile? 

Can       we      to     men     be  -    night  -  ed         The     lamp    of     life      de  -    ny? 
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From    many    an       an-cient    riv    -     er,     From  many   a        palm-y        plain, — 
In         vain   with    lav  -  ish    kind  -  ness    The  gifts      of       God  are      strown: 
Sal    -     va  -  tion,    O       sal   -  va  -   tion!    The    joy  -  ful     sound  pro  -  claim, 
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They  call  us  to  de  -  liv  -  er  Their  land  from  er-ror's  chain. 
The  heathen,  in  his  blind -ness,  Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
Till     each  re -mot- est     na  -  tion     Has  learned  Mes-si- all's  name.     A 
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The  Morning*  Light  is  Breaking-. 
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Rev.  S.  F.  Smith. 
#  =  92. 


'Webb."— George  J.  Webb. 
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1.  The    morn  -  ing  light    is    break  -  ing,  The       dark-ness     dis  -  ap  -  pears! 

2.  See      hea  -  then    na-  tions   bend  -  ing  Be    -    fore    the    God     we     love, 

3.  Blest    riv    -    er     of      sal    -   va  -    tion!  Pur   -   sue  Thine  on -ward   way; 
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The  sons  of  earth  are  wak  -  ing  To  pen  -  i  -  ten  -  tial  tears; 
And  thou  -  sand  hearts  as  -  cend  -  ing  In  grat  -  i  -  tude  a  -  bove; 
Flow  Thou      to    ev  -  'ry       na  -   tion,     Nor      in       Thy      rich  -  ness    stay: 
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Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  o  -  cean  Brings  tid  -  ings  from  a  -  far, 
While  sin  -  ners,  now  con  -  fess  -  .  ing,  The  gos  -  pel  call  o  -  bey, 
Stay     not        till    all     the     low    -    \y        Tri  -  umph  -  ant      reach  their      home: 
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Of        na  -  tions   in      com  -  mo  -   tion,      Pre- pared     for         Zi  - 
And  seek    the   Sav  -  ior's  bless  -  ing —     A        na  -    tion        in 
Stay    not      till    all      the      ho     -    ly.      Proclaim — "The     Lord 
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178  Lo!  Round  the  Throne,  a  Glorious  Band. 


Mary  L.  Duncan. 


Park  Street."— Fredrick  Marc  Antoine  Venca. 


i.     Lo!  round  the  throne,  a 

2.  Thro'  trib  -  u  -  la    -  tion 

3.  Thev  see     the  Sav  -   ior 

4.  Oh,  may    we  tread  .  the 


glo   -   rious  band, 

great    they  came; 

face         to  face; 

sa    -     cred  road 


The  saints     in  count  -  less 

Thev  bore    the  cross,     de- 

The'y  sing    the  tri  -  umph 

That     ho  -   lv  saints      and 


myr  -  iads  stand;     Of       ev  -  'ry  tongue     re-deemed  to   God, 

spised  the  shame;  But     now  from      all   their     la  -  bors  rest, 

of  His  grace;   And    day     and    night,  with  cease  less  praise, 

mar  -  tyrs  trod;  Wage    to"      the      end     the    glo -rious  strife, 


Ar-rayed  in 
In  God's  e  - 
To  Him  their 
And  win,  like 
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gar-ments  washed  in  blood, 
ter  -  nal  glo  -  ry  blest, 
loud  ho  -  san  -  nas  raise, 
them,    a      crown    of      life, 


w — &~ 


^ 


Ar-rayed  in       gar-ments  washed  in    blood. 
In  God's  e    -    ter  -  nal       glo   -    ry    blest. 
To  Him  their   loud    ho   -  san  -  nas    raise. 
And  win,  like    them,    a        crown  of      life! 
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(SECOND  HYMN.) 


There  is  a  Land  Mine  Eye  Hath  Seen. 


1  There  is  a  land  mine  eye  hath  seen 

In  visions  of  enraptured  thought, 
So  bright,  that  all  which  spreads  between 
Is  with  its  radiant  glories  fraught. 

2  A  land  upon  whose  blissful  shore 

There  rests  no  shadow,  falls  no  stain, 
There  those  who  meet  shall  part  no  more, 
And  those  long  parted  meet  again 


3  Its  skies  are  not  like  earthly  skies, 

With  varying  hues  of  shade  and  light; 
It  hath  no  need  of  suns  to  rise 
To  dissipate  the  glooni  of  night. 

4  There  sweeps  no  desolating  wind 

Across  that  calm,  serene  abode; 
The  wanderer  there  a  home  may  find 
Within  the  paradise  of  God. 
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GCRDOS  ROBIN'S. 


Watchman,  Tell  Us  of  the  Night. 
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Sir  John  Bowrino. 
60. 


IvOwkll  Mason. 
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Watchman,  tell 
Watchman,  tell 
Watchman,  tell 
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of     the  night,    What       its    signs       of  prom  -  ise    are: 
of     the  night,    High  -   er      yet       that  star       as-cends: 
of     the  night,     For        the   morn  -  ing  seems    to   dawn: 
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Trav  -  'ler,  o'er      yon  mountain's  height,    See   that    glo    -  ry-beam-ing     star! 

Trav  - 'ler,  bless   -    ed-ness"and     light,    Peace  and  truth,  its  course  por-tends. 

Trav  -  "ler,  dark  -  ness  takes  its     flight,    Doubt  and    ter    -  ror  are  with-drawn. 


*■ 


-£=£$* 


m 


i 


* 


^^m 


5 


Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray  Aught  of  joy  or  hope  fore  -  tell? 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  a  -  lone  Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Watchman,    let       thy  wand 'rings  cease;      Hie    thee     to        thy  qui  -  et    home; 
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Trav  -'ler,     yes, 
Trav  -'ler,       a    - 
Trav  -'ler,      lo! 
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it  brings  the    day,      Prom-ised  day 
ges  are      its     own,       See,      it   bursts 
the  Prince  of  Peace,      Lo!     the     Son 
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of    Is  -   ra  -  el. 

o'er  all     the  earth. 

of  God    is    come! 
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Go  Forth,  Ye  Heralds! 


Logan. 


"Migdol."— Lowell  Mason. 
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Go  forth,  ye     heralds,    in    My  name,  Sweet-ly     "the  gos  -  pel  -  trump-et  sound; 
The  joy-ful  news  to      all    im-part,    And  teach  them  where  sal  -  va  -  tion  lies; 
Be    wise   as     serpents,  where  you  go,     But   harm-less     as      the     peace-:  ul  dove: 
Free- lv  from  me     ve  have   received,  Free- lv,      in    love,    to      oth  -  ers  g 
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The  glorious  ju  -  bi -lee  pro  -  claim, "Where'er  the  hu  -  man  race  is  found. 
With  care  bind  up  the  bro-ken  heart,  And  wipe  the  tears  from  weep-ing  eyes. 
And  let  your  heav'n-taught  conduct  show  Ye  are  com  -  missioned  from  a-  bove. 
Thus  shall  vour  doctrines  be  be  -  lieved,  And,  bv    vour    la  -  bors,    sin  -  ne~-  I     e 
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All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Rev.  Edward  Peero.vet. 


"Coronation." — Oliver  Holdes. 
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i.     All      hail    the  power     of 

2.  Crown  Him,  ye   morn-ing 

3.  Ye      seed     of       Is  -  rael's 

4.  Let       ev  -  'rv     kin-dred, 
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stars     of    light, 
cho  -  sen    race, 
ev  -   'rv    tribe, 
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Let      an  -  gels   pro--.-    .. 
Who  fixed  this    float  -  ing 
Ye     ran-somed    of 
On     this    ter  -  res  -  trial 
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Bring  forth  the      roy  -  al 
Now     hail   the  strength  of 
Hail     Him, who    saves  you 
To        Him    all      maj  -  es 
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di    -   a  -  dem,    And  crown  Him   Lord  of  all; 

Is  -  rael's  might,  And  crown  Him   Lord  of  all; 

by      His  grace.  And  crown  Him   Lord  of  all; 

ty       as  -  cribe,  And  crown  Him   Lord  of  all; 
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MISSIONS. 


All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name— Concluded.     181 
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Bring  forth  the      roy  -  al  di    -    a  -  dem,     And  crown  Him  Lord 

Now     had   the  strength  of  Is- rael's might,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

Had    Him,  who  saves  yon  by      His  grace,    And  crown  Him  Lord 

To       Him     ad      maj  -  es   -  ty       as-cribe,      And  crown  Him  Lord 
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I  Think,  When  I  Read  that  Sweet  Story  of  Old. 


Mrs.  Jemima  Luke. 
J«=  So, 


'Bunyan."— Old  Jlelody. 


1-  x think,  when     I  read  that  sweet  sto    -     ry       of   old,  When 

2-  l wlsh     that     His  hands  had  been  placed    on  my  head,  That  His 

3.  Aet still        to       His  foot- stool     in    prayer     I  may   go  And 

4.  In     that  bean  -  ti   -   ful  place   He     has  gone       to  pre- pare  For 
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Je   -    sus  was    here     among  men, 
arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
ask     for     a      share  in    His   love; 
all     who   are  washed  and  for-given 


How  He   called  lit  -   tie     chil  -  dren     as 
And  that      I    might  have  seen       His    kind 
if        I       now  earn    -    est   -   ly 
ma  -  ny    dear  chil  -  dren    are 


And 
And 


lambs  to  His     fold,—     I      should  like        to  have     been  with  Him      then 

look  when  He     said,     "Let      the      lit    -    tie  ones  come   un  -  to        me  '' 

seek   Him  be  -  low,  I        shall    see      Him  and  hear  Him       a    -    bove-— 

gath-er-  mg    there,    "For       of    such       is  the  king-dom     of     heaven" 
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CHILDREN. 


Children  of  Jerusalem. 
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"Infant  Praises."— English  Melody. 
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-  dren   of       Je  -   ru  -  sa  -  lem  Sang  the   praise  of     Je  -  sus' 

have   oft  -  en   heard  and    read  What  the     roy  -  al   psalm- ist 

are  taught  to    love    the   Lord;  We  are  taught  to    read   His 

rents,  teach-ers,  old     and  young,  All  u    -    nite    to  swell  the 
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Chil  -  dren.  too,       of    mod  -  ern   days,  Join      to    sing  the  Sav  -  ior's  praise. 

Babes   and  suck- lings'    art-  less    lays,  Shall   pro-claim  the  Sav- ior's  praise. 

We        are  taught  the    way      to  heaven:  Praise  for      all  to    God     be    given! 

High  -  er  and       yet  high  -  er      rise,         Till     ho  -  san  -  nas  reach  the    skies. 
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Hark!  hark!  hark!  while  infant  voices  sing,  Hark!hark!  hark!  while  infant  voices  sing 
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Loud  ho-san-nas, 


loud  ho-san-nas, 
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loud    ho  -  san  -  nas    to     our     King. 
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When,  His  Salvation  Bringing. 
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JOHiy  King. 
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"Tours."— B.  Tours. 


±=d 


-)_ 


Uflj-fU 


1 


m 


1.  When,  His     sal  -  va  -  tion    bring  -  ing,  To        Zi 

2.  And    since   the  Lord     re  -    tain  -    eth  His     love 

3.  For  should  we     fail    pro  -  claim  -  ing  Our  great 
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on  Je  -  sus  came, 
to  chil  -  dren  still, 
Re  -  deem  -  er's    praise, 
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The    chil-  dren     all    stood     sing  -   ing         Ho  -  san 
Tho'  now     as     King   He      reign  -  eth  On      Zi     ■ 

The  stones,  our      si  -  lence    sham*-  ing,     Would  their 


na        to       His   Name, 
on's  heaven-  ly      hill; 
ho  -  san  -  nas     raise: 
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did  their  zeal  of  -  fend  Him, 
flock  a  -  round  His  ban  -  ner, 
shall     we        on    -    ly       ren   -  der 


But,   as  He    rode 

We'll  bow       be  -  fore 
The  trib    -    ute     of 
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His  throne, 
our  words? 
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He  let  them  still  at  -  tend  Him,  And  smiled  to  heartheir  song. 
And  cry  a-loud,  Ho-  san-  na  To  Da-vid'sroy- al  Son. 
No;  while  our  hearts  are    ten  -  der,     They,  too,  shall  be    the     Lord's.     A 
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Little  Drops  of  Water. 


Mrs.  Julia  A.  Carney,  alt. 
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"Little  Drops."— Arr.  by  A.  Rhodes. 
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kind  -   ness, 
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Lit   -    tie  grains   of 

Hum  -  ble  though  they 

Lead      the  soul      a 

Sown      by  youth  -  ful 

Lit   -    tie  words    of 
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Make  the    might  -  y            o    -     cean  And 

Make  the   might  -  y            a     -     ges  Of 

From  the    paths      of  vir     -    tue,  'Far 

Grow  to    bless      the  na    -    tions,  Far 

Make  our   earth       an  E    -     den,  Like 
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stray. 
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Gracious  Savior,  Gentle  Shepherd. 


Jane  E  Leeson 
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"St  Sylvester  "—Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 


Gra-cious  Sav-ior,  gen-  tie 

Ten  -  der  Shepherd,  nev-er 

Taught  to    lisp  the    ho  -  ly 


Shep-herd,  Lit  •  tie  ones  are  dear  to  Thee; 
leave  us  From  Thy  fold  to  go  a  -  stray; 
prais  -  es        Which  on"  earth  Thy  chil-dren  sing, 
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Gath-ered  with  Thine  arms,  and  car  -  ried 

By    Thy  look  of    love  di   -    rect  -  ed, 

May    we   with  Thy  saints  in     glo   -    ry 
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Thy  bo  -  som  may  we 
we  walk  the  nar  -  row 
to  praise  our  Lord  and 
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way. 
King. 
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I  Love  to  Hear  the  Story. 
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Mrs.  Emily  Huntington  Miller, 


Ceo.  F.  Root. 
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i.  I        love      to      hear  the 

2.  I'm   glad     my     bless  -  ed 

3.  To    sing     His    love    and 


sto   -    ry,    Which     an  -  gel      voic  -  es 

Sav  -  ior      Was     once    a       child  like 

mer  -  cy,      My       sweet-est    songs  I'll 
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How  once  the  King  of 
To  show  how  pure  and 
And   though     I        can       not 


B- 


Glo   -  ry      Came   down   on    earth     to     dwell; 
ho   -   ly         His        lit  -  tie     ones  might   be; 
see     Him,       I        know   He  hears    my   praise! 
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I          am  both  weak     and 

And       if           I  try         to 

For      He  has  kind   -  ly 
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sin  -    ful,       But      this       I      sure  -  ly     know, 
fol  -  low       His      foot  -  steps  here     be  -  low, 
prom-ised      That       I      shall  sure  -  ly        go 
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The  Lord  came  down  to 
He  nev  -  er  will  for 
To        sing        a   -  mong     His 
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save  me,  Bo  -  cause  He  loved  me  so. 
get  me,  Be  -  cause  He  loved  me  so. 
an  -  gels,       Be  -  cause     He    loved  me      so. 
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Angry  Words!  Oh,  let  them  Never. 
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"Angry  Words  "-H.  R    Palmer. 
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An-  gry  words!    oh,    let    them  nev   -    er      From  the  tongue    un-bri-dled 

Love     is    much     too  pure   and      ho    -    ly;  Friend -ship     is        too    sa  -  cred 

An  -  gry  words     are  light  -  ly      spo   -   ken;     Bit  -  t'rest  tho'ts   are  rash  -  ly 
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slip;     May  the  heart's  best  im-pulse  ev   -   er  Check  them  ere  they  soil   the   lip. 

far,        For     a      rno-ment's  reckless  fol   -   ly      Thus  to   des  -  o  -  late     and  mar. 

stirred — Brightest  links     of   life   are   bro  -  ken,    By     a      sin  -  gle  an  -  gry  word. 
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"Love  one   an   -    oth      -      er, "  Thus  saith   the        Sav      -      ior,     Chil-dren,  o  • 
"Love  each  oth    -   er,  love     each  oth    -    er, " 
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be}'       the      Fa  -  ther's  blest    com-mand:       -bey       His   blest       com  -  maud. 
'Tis        the      Fa  -  ther's  blest    com-mand:        'Tis       His   blest       com  -  mand. 
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Thou  Art  my  Shepherd. 
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Miss  M.  Ei-sik  Thalheimer. 


"My  Shepherd."— J.  Cramer. 
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1.  Thou  art  my       Shep  -  herd,        Car    -    ing  in         ev    -    'ry  need, 

2.  Or  if  my       way         lie  Where  death,  o'er  -  hang  -  ing  nigh, 

3.  Lord,  do  not      leave        me!  I'm          but  an         err    -  ing  child, 

4.  If  Thou  wilt  guide        me,  Glad    -    ly  I'll      go       with  Thee. 
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Thy  lit    -    tie      lamb 

My  soul  would      ter 

Weak,  poor,     and       sin 

No  harm      can     come 
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Trust 
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den     chill, — 
a    -    lone; 
Thy     hand ; 
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In  the  green      pas  -  tures  low,     Where 

Yet  I  am       not        a    -  fraid;   While 

But  Thou  art    strong   and  wise,         No 

And  soon  my       wea  -    ry  feet,         Safe 
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liv  -  ing  wa  -  ters  flow, 
soft  -  ly  on  my  head 
ill  can  Thee  sur-prise: 
in        the    gold  -  en  street, 
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Safe  by 

Thy  ten 

Be    -     neath 
Where     all 


Thy      side 
der       hand 


go. 
1  laid, 
Thy  lov  -  ing  eyes 
who      love    Thee    meet, 
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Fear    -     ing  no  ill. 

I  fear  no  ill. 

Dan     -     ger         is  none. 

Re    -   deemed  shall  stand. 
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Jesus,  David's  Root  and  Stem. 


R.   F.  LlTTLEDALE. 


Sir  A.  Sullivan. 
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Je  -  sus,  Da  -  vid's  Root  and  Stem, 
From  all  child  -ish  sins  and  stain, 
From     a    will    that    dis    -  o  -  beys, 
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From 
From 
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sus,  Bright  and  Glo-rious  Gem, 
all  words  that  might  give  pain, 
all     self  -  ish  works  and    ways, 
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Je  -  sus,  Babe  of  Beth  -  le  -  hem:  Hear  us,  Ho  -  ly 
From  all  e  -  vil  thoughts  and  vain;  Save  us,  Ho  -  ly 
From      all  guile     and     false  -  hood      base;      Save     us,     Ho  -  ly 
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Je    -    sus. 

Je    -    sus. 
Je    -    sus. 


=fi& 


r=r 


God  of  Heaven!  Hear  Our  Singing". 
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"Randegger."— Arr.  by  W.  I,. 
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1.  God      of    Heav-en!   hear    our  sing-ing;   On 

2.  Let     Thy  King-dom  come,  we  pray  Thee,  Let 

3.  Let      the   sweet  and    joy  -  ful        sto  -  ry     Of 


4.  Fa  -  ther,  send     the 
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glo  -  rious 
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ly       lit   -  tie   ones     are     we, 
the  world    in   Thee     find  rest; 
the     Sav  -  ior's  won  drous  love, 
'ry     heart   be  Thine   a  -   lone! 
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Yet 
Let 

Wake 
For 


great     pe  -   ti  -   tion  bringing,   Fa  -  ther,  now      we  come     to    Thee, 
all  know  Thee,  and     o  -  bey  Thee,  Lov-ing,  prais  -  ing,  blessing,  bless'd. 
of      glo  -  ry,   Like   the    an  -  gels'  song     a  -   bove. 
the    power,      And    the   glo    -   ry    are    Thine  own. 
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the  king-dom    and 
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lutchinson." — Arr.  by  H.  Waters. 
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1.  Kind  words  can 

2.  Child-hood  can 

3.  Sweet  tho'ts  can 

4.  Our    souls  can 
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die; 
die, 
die, 
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and  blest,    God  knows  how  deep  they  lie, 
the   past     Float    o'er  the  mein-o  -  ry, 
the  flow'rs,  Their  brightest  hues  may  fly, 
the  tomb       We    may   all  have  to     lie„ 
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Stored  in    the  breast;  Like  childhood's  simple  rhymes,  Said  o'er  a   thousand  times, 

Bright  to    the    last,       Man  -  y       a      hap-py  thing,    Man  -  y       a     dai  -  ly  spring 

In  win -try  hours;     But  when  the  gen-tle  dew    Gives  them  their  charms  a  new,, 

Wrapt  in     its  gloom.  What  tho'  the  flesh  de.-cay,    Souls  pass   in  peace  a -way, 
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Go    thro'  all  years  and  climes,  The  heart  to   cheer.  Kind  words  can  nev-er  die* 

Floats    on  time's  ceaseless  wing,  Far,   far        a  -  way.     Child-hood  can   nev-er  die. 

With  many  an    add-ed   hue,    They  bloom  a  -  gain.   Sweet  tho'ts  can  nev-er  die, 

Live    thro'    e-  ter-nal   day   With  Christ   a  -  bove.     Our    souls  can  nev-er  die, 
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Nev-er    die.,  nev-er  die,    Kind  words  can  nev-er  die,  No,  nev-er  die. 

Nev-er    die,  nev-er  die,    Child-hood  can  nev-er  die,  No,  nev-er  die. 

Nev-er    die,  nev-er  die,  Sweet  tho'ts  can  nev- er  die,  No,  never  die. 

Nev-er    die,  nev-er  die,      Our  souls  can  nev-er  die,  No,  nev-er  die. 
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Coming;,  Coming-,  Hear  Them  Coming-. 


Julia  h.  Johnston. 
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Com-ing,com-ing,  hear  them  coming,  Youth -ful      sol  -  diers,  brave  and  true; 

Com-ing.com-ing,  hail   their  coming,    Sin's  dark  host    is        fierce  and  strong; 

Com-ing.com-ing,    ev  -  er      coming,    New    re  -  cruits  o    -    bey      the  call; 
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March-ing.march-ing,  swift  -ly   marching,  Strong  in      God,    His  work  to      do; 
Youth-ful      sol  -  diers,  hast  -  en,    hast  -  en,      Lift   your  swords  a- gainst  the  wrong; 

Ya  -  cant    pla  -  ces    they     are      fill  -  ing,  Where  the      vet-'rans  faint  and   fall; 
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List-'ning,  list  - 'ning  for  His  or  -  ders,  Quick  to  heed  the  Cap-tain's  call; 
Ea  -  ger,  earn  -  est,"  true,  and  loy  -  al,  Watch  your  Leader,  keep  your  place; 
Sav  -  ior  guide,  and     safe  -  ly   keep  them,    Let  them  still  Thy  voice   o  -   bey; 
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On   the  air  they  hear  it   ring-ing,  Forward  soldiers, forward  soldiers, forward  all! 
Fear  not,  faint  not,  Christ  is  mighty,  You  shall  conquer,you  shall  conquer  by  His  grace. 
Use  them, bless  them, till  victorious,  They  behold  the  crowning  day, the  crowning  da}'. 
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March-lag,  niareli-ing,  up  -  ward,  oil-ward,  Tow'rrl  the  lieav'uly    prize  tliey  press; 
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Love's   fair  ban  -  ner,  bright,  be  -  fore  them  Leads  them  thro'  the  wil  -  der  -  ness. 
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Gentle  Jesus,  Thou  Dost  Love  Me. 
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1.  Gen  -  tie     Je  -   sus,  Thou  dost  love     us,  Thou  hast  died      to  make   us      free, 

2.  Give   us     grace     to  trust  Theewhol-lv,  Give      us    each      a    child  -  like  heart, 
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And  Thou  reignest  now  a  -  bove  us,     That   we  too  might  reign  with  Thee. 

Make  us  meek  and  pure  and  ho  -  ly,     Meet    to        see  Thee  as  Thou  art.  A  -  men. 
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192  Rise,  my  Soul,  and  Stretch  Thy  Wings. 


Robert  Seagrave. 
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"Amsterdam." — Dr.  Nares. 
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1.  Rise,    my      soul,    and  stretch  thy    wings,    Thy     bet   -  ter      por  -  tion  trace; 

2.  Cease,  my      soul,    oh,    cease      to    mourn,   Press    on  -  ward       to       the  prize; 
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ry  things,  Tow'rds  heav'n,  thy    des  -  tined  place. 


Soon    thy      Sav  -  ior      will       re    -   turn       To      take    thee      to       the    skies: 
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Sun     and   moon    and     stars   de    -    cay,    Time     shall  soon  this    earth  re  -   move; 
There   is        ev  -   er    -    last  -  ing    peace,  Rest,     en    -   dur  -  ing    rest,    in    heav'n; 
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Rise,   my  soul,  and  haste  a  -  way        To    seats  pre  -  pared  a  -  bove. 

There  will  sor  -  row    ev  -  er    cease,    And  crowns  of      joy    be    giv'n.       A-men. 
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Mrs.  HORATIUS  BONAR. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each    earth  -  ly      joy;  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 

2.  Tempt  not  my       soul  a   -  way;  Je  .  sus  is  mine. 

3.  Pare    -  well,  ye     dreams  of   night;  Je  -  sus  is  mine. 

4.  Fare    -  well,  mor  -   tal    -  i    -    ty;  Je  -  sns  is  mine. 
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is        the        wil   -  der  -  ness,  Earth      has       no        rest  -  ing -place, 

ish   -  ing    things     of     clay,  Porn        but       for       one      brief  day, 

that      my      soul      has  tried  Peft        but        a  dis  -   mal   void; 

come,      O       loved     and   blest,  Wei   -  come,  sweet  scenes     of     rest, 
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Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Mrs.  Sarah  F.  Adams. 
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"Btthauy."— IvOwell  Mason. 
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my  song  shall  be, 
my  dreams  I'd  be 
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Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Near    -    er,        my     God,      to     Thee, 
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4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 


5  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 
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1.  As     pants  the     hart    for  cool  -  ing  streams  When  heat  -  ed      in      the  chase, 

2.  For  Thee    my     God,    the      liv  -  ing     God,      My    thirst  -  y     soul  doth  pine; 

3.  Why  rest  -  less,    why  cast  down,  my    soul?    Hope  still,     and  thou  shalt  sing 
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My  God,  the  Spring  of  All  My  Joys. 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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In       dark  -  est      shades,  if    Thou  ap  -  pear,     My    dawn-ing 

The        opening    heavens  a  -  round  me  shine  With  beams  of 
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4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 
At  that  transporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
To  see  and  praise  my  L,ord. 


14 


5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I'd  break  through  every  foe; 
The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Would  bear  me  conqueror  through. 
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Forever  With  the  Lord. 


James  Montgomery. 
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"Vigil."— Arranged  from  Beethoven. 
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1.  "For  -  ev  -    er       with  the       Lord!"  A  -  men,     so       let       it        he! 

2.  So       when   my       la   -   test      breath         Shall  rend    the     veil      in        twain, 
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Life  from  the  dead       is      in       that  word,      'Tis   im  -  mor  -  tal    -    i    -    ty. 
By   death     I     shall      es-cape  from  death,    And  life       e   -   ter   -  nal       gain. 
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as        I         am       known,       How  shall       I         love   that      word, 


JSL. 

-*2- 


-F-^y2- 


3^ 


& 


■&-*■ (2- 


^J  J  I  J.      [Jni 


3 


>3^- 


SS= 


5 


Ab  -  sent    from  Him       I         roam, 
How  shall      I       love     that     word, 
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Ab  -  sent   from  Him      I  roam, 

How  shall      I       love    that       word, 
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Forever  With  the  Lord — Concluded. 
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Yet  night -ly   pitch   my   mov  -  ing  tent        A     day's  march  near  -  er     home. 
And   oft      re  -  peat     be  -  fore    the  throne,  "For  -  ev   -    er      with   the    Lord!"' 
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Tell  Me,  My  Savior! 


Rev.  Charles  S.  Robinson. 


fa 


2-4- 


^k=MZ 


m 


"Lynde." — J.  Cramer. 
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1.  Tell     me,  my     Sav  -  ior!  Where  Thou  dost   feed   Thy   flock,  Kest   -  ing   he  - 

2.  Seek   me,  my     Sav  -  ior!      For        I      have   lost     the    way:       I        will  Thy 

3.  Show  me,  my     Sav  -  ior!     How       I       can   grow  like   Thee;  Make     me  Thy 
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voice  o  -  bey;  Speak  to  me  here! 
child   to       be,      Taught  from     a  -  bove: 


Why     should   I        be       as 
Help       me      to      find     the 
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Turn  -  ing    a  -  side   a-  lone,  Left,  when  Thy  sheep  have  gone,  Where  I  have  strayed? 
Where  all  Thy  cho-sen  wait:     Ere     it  should  be  too  late,      Oh,    call  me  near! 
Keep    me  safe  fold-ed     in,       Lest     I  should  rove  in  sin,      Far   from  Thy  love. 
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"Bonar."— Arr.  fr.  J.  B.  Calkin. 
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1.  Upward  where  the    stars  are  burn  -  ing, 

2.  Where  the  Lamb  on  high  is      seat  -  ed, 

3.  Bless-ing,hon  -or,  with  -  out  meas-  ure, 
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Up-ward  where  the    sky       is    bright-est, 
Son      of  man, they  crown, they  crown  Him, 
Poor  the  praise  that  now    .we      ren  •  der, 
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of   God,  they   own,  the}7  own  Him,    With  His  name  the  pal  -  ace  rings, 

shall  be    our    voic  -  es      yon  -  der,    When  be  fore  His  throne  we  meet. 
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Lord,  I  Know  Thy  Grace  is  Nigh  Me. 


Rev.  Hervey  D.  Ganse. 
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1.  Lord,   I     know  Thy  grace  is      nigh     me,      Tho'  Thy -self      I     can -not  see; 

2.  While  I        sit      in     wea  -  ry    blind-ness,     Long-ing     for      the  bless-ed  light, 

3.  I  would  see  Thee    and     a  -  dore    Thee,  And   Thy  word    the  pow'r  can  give; 

4.  Ah,  what  touch  is      this  that  thrills  me,      What  this  burst  of  strange  de-light? 
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Jc  -  sus,  Mas  -  ter,    pass  not    by      me,        Son     of      Da-vid, 

Ma  -  ny    taste  Thy    lov  -ing-kind  -  ness;  "Lord,  I    would  re  - 

Hear  the    sight-less    soul    im-plore  Thee,     Let    me    see   Thy 

Lo!  the    rap-turous    vi-sion    fills    me,       This    is       Je  -  sus, 
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While  Thee  I  Seek. 


Helen  Maria  Williams. 
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seek,  pro-tect-ing  Pow'r,  Be    my  vain   wish-es  stilled; 

\  And    may    this  con  -  se-crat-ed  hour   \_0mil 

\    In     each       e  -  vent     of  life,  how  clear    Thy  rul-ing    hand   I      see; 

(  Each  bless -ing      to  my  soul  more  dear,   \_Omit 

/  When  glad-ness  wings  my  favored  hour,  Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill; 
\   Resigned, when  storms  of  sorrow  lower,   \_Omit.    .     .     „     . 
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bet-ter  hopes  be  filled.  Thy  love  the  pow'r  of  thought  bestowed;  To  Thee  my 
cause  conferred  by  Thee.  In  ev  -  'ry  joy  that  crowns  my  days,  In  ev  -  'ry 
soul  shall  meet  Thy  will.  My  lift    -   ed  eye,  with  out        a    tear,    The  gath'ring 
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storm  shall     see: 


P* 


Thy  mer-cy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed;  That  mer-cy   I       a-  dore. 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise,  Or    seek  re-lief    in  prayer. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear;  That  heart  will  rest  on  Thee. 
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1.  Love     di  -  vine,    all  love     ex  -  eel  -  ling,— Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down! 

2.  Breathe, oh, breati  g  Soir  -  it        In  -  to     ev-'iytruub  -led  breast! 
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Fix    in     us  Thv  hum  -  ble  dwell-ing;       All    Thy    faith-  ful    mer  -  cies  crown: 
Let    us     all    in*    Thee     in  -  her  -  it  Let     us     find    that    sec  -  ond    rest: 

.;.•.--.  Per -feet  -  ly       re -stored    in    Thee! 
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Te  -  sus«  Thou   art    all     com  -  pas  -  sion,  Pure,  un  -  bound-ed    love  Thou  art  • 

Come'  Al- might -y     to       de  -  liv  -  er,  Let      us       all     Thy    lite    re  -  ceive. 

Changed  from  _       -  in   -  to      glo  -  ry,  Till      in    heavn  we   take  our    place; 
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Vis  -  it     i  "a  .  tion,      En-  ter      ev  -    ry     trern-bung  heart. 

Sud-den-lv      re  -  turn,     and  nev  -  er,       Nev  -  er  -  more  Thy    tern  -  pies  leave. 
Till    we  c'ast  our  crowns  be  -  fore  Thee,    Lost    in     won-der,    love,    and  praise. 
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1.  A  -  wake!  and  sing      the      song       Of     Mos 

2.  Sing    of       His    dy  -    ing      love:     Sing     of 

3.  Soon  shall      we  hear     Him     say,     "Ye     bless 

4.  There  shall  each  rap  -  tnred  tongue    His      end 
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ev   -    'ry  heart    and  ev   -  'ry  tongue  To      praise    the    Sav  -  ior*s  name! 

how      He     in  -    ter  -     cedes  a  -  bove  For    those  whose  sins     He      bore! 

will       He  call      us  hence  a  -  way,  And     take     His  wand'rers     home, 

sweet  -  er    voic  -  es  tune  the  song  Of        Mos  -  es      and     the     Lamb. 
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Sing,    on     your  heav'n-ly    way, 


Ye     ran-somed  sinners,  sing; 
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on,        re  -  joic  -   ing  ev  -    'ry    day        In     Christ     th*  e-ter  -  nal     King. 
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Whence  Jesus  Came,  I  Cannot  Tell. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  K. 
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"Blind  Bartirueus." — Mrs.  Joseph  F.  KNAPP. 
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sus  came      I      can-not      tell,      Nor  why       He  came  to      me; 
was  dark,  One  touched  my  eyes,  And   that        is    all      I      know; 
was  done      I      can-not      say,       Nor      e     -    ven  think  nor  dream; 
the  Son       of    God!  His  grace  Makes  trembling  weakness  strong; 
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One  thing  I  know,  and  know  it  well: 
For  light  came  down  from  par  -  a  -  dise, 
Nor  why  a  touch  of  moistened  clay 
Wipes  tears  a- way    from  sor-row's  face, 
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Je  -  sus, —  All  its  joys  are  but  a  name; 
Je  -  sus,  Sweet-ec*  com  -  fort  of  my  soul; 
Je  -  sus,  Let  me  view  His  con-stant  smile; 
Je  -  sus,        In      His  cross     my  trust  shall  be, 
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But      His    love  a  -  bid  -  eth   ev   -   er,      Thro'    e  -  ter    -  nal  years  the  same 

With   my    Sav   -  ior  watch-ing  o'er     me,        I       can  sing,  tho'  bil  -  lows  roll. 

Then  throughout  my   pil  -  grim  jour-uey,    Light  will  cheer  me    all      the  while 

Till,  with  clear  -  er,  bright-er     vi  -  sion,    Face     to    face  my  Lord     I      see. 

.        -#-•       -0-     -g^:    -0-      0-       -0-         -0-'     -0-      m  .         .       » -• 

— t-i ff     1  ■   L  . fc F= Vr— rla Is i—l ' — r-F-5 •■ 


% 


x=t 


m 


.; 


HH 


i 


=B? 


3 


J £— ^- 

Oh,    the  height  and  depth  of   mer  -  cy!       Oh,    the  length  and  breadth  of  love! 


-'. 


« 


* — r 


S 


ggEEE^N^ 


*-^ 


Oh,     the   ful  -  ness    of      redemption,   Pledge  of   end  -  less  life      a-  bove! 


m 


$=r 


^ 


1=1 


USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


DEVOTION 


206 


Softly  Now  the  Light  of  Day. 
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Soft  -  ly  now  the  light  of  day  Fades  up  -  on  our  sight  a  -  way; 
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Je    -  sus,  from  Tin-  throne  on     high,  Far        a  -  bove   the  bright  blue 
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Look      on       us      with  lov  -  ing      eye;  Hear  us,  Ho  -  ly 
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1.  In       the     hour      of         tri     -    al,  Je   -    sus    plead    for  me; 

2.  With  for   -  bid    -  den  pleas  -  ures        Would  this     vain  world    charm; 

3.  Should  Thy  mer  -  cy  send       me  Sor  -  row,    toil,    and        woe; 
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O     God,  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  Who  ev  -er-more  hast  been,  What  time  the  tempest 
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Spirit  of  God!  Descend  upon  my  Heart. 
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Precious  Savior,  Dear  Redeemer. 
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cious  Sav  -  ior,  dear     Re-deem  -  er,     Thy  sweet  mes-sage  now  im  -  part; 
cious  Sav  -  ior,  dear    Re-deem  -  er,     We      are  weak  but  Thou  art  strong; 
cious  Sav  -  ior,  dear     Re-deem  -  er,     Thou  wilt  bind    the  bro-ken  heart; 
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May  Thy  Spir  -  it,  pure  and  fer  -  vid, 
In  Thy  in  -  fi  -  nite  com-pas  -  sion 
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Car  -  ry  there  the  swift  con-vie  -  tion,  Turn  -  ing  back  the  sin  -  ful 
Keep  Thy  lov  -  ing  arms  a-round  us,  Keep  us  in  the  nar-row 
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Precious  Sav-ior,  dear  Re-deem-er,  May  each  soul  in  Thee  a  -  bide. 

Precious  Sav-ior,  dear  Re-deem-er,  Let     us     never  from  Thee  stray. 

Precious  Sav-ior,  dear  Re-deem-er,  Grant  us     ev  -  er-last  -  ing  peace.  A  -  men. 
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Inspirer  and  Hearer  of  Prayer. 


A.  M.  TOPLADV. 


"Marie." 
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In  -  spir  -  er  and  Hear-er  of  pray'r,  Thou  Shepherd  and  Guardian  of  mine, 
Thy  minis-t'riug  spir  -  its  de  -  scend,  And  watch  while  Thy  saints  are  asleep; 
Their  worship  no  in  -  ter-val     knows;  Their  fer  -  vor    is    still     on  the  wing; 
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My    all      to  Thy  cov  -   e-nant    care 

By    day    and  by  night  they  at  -  tend, 

And  while  they  pro-tect  my     re  -  pose, 
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I,     sleep -ing  or  wak  -  ing,  re - 
The  heirs     of    sal  -  va  -  tion  to 
They  chant  to  the  praise   of    my 
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keep; 
King; 
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If    Thou   art  my  shield  and  my    sun,      The  night    is     no  dark-ness   to    me; 

Bright  seraphs  dispatched  from  the  throne,  Fly  swift     to  their  sta  -  tions  as-signed, 

I,       too,     at   the  sea  -  son   or  -  dained,  Their  cho  -  rus  for-ev  -   er  shall  join; 
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And,  fast  as  my  mo-ments  roll  on;  They  bring  me  but  near -er  to  Thee. 
And  an  -  gels  e-lect  are  sent  down,  To  guard  the  Redeemed  of  mankind. 
And  love   and    a  -  dore  with-out  end      Their  gra-cious  Cre-  a  -  tor,  and  mine. 
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Come,  My  Soul,  Thy  Suit  Prepare. 


.217 


■  > 


John  Newton. 
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Xavier  Schnyder.     From  Wartensee. 


1.  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit     pre  pare 

2.  Lord,     I     come  to  Thee     for  rest: 

3.  While    I       am  a      pil  -  grim  here, 

4.  Show  me  what  I    have      to      do; 


Je  -  sus  loves  to  an  -  swer  pray'r; 
Take  pos  -  ses  -  siou  of  my  breast; 
Let  Thy  love  my  spir  -  it  cheer; 
Ev  -  'ry    hour  my  strength  re  -  new; 


He     Him-self       in    -    vites  thee  near, —  Bids  thee 

There,  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain,       And  with  • 

As      my  guide,  my    guard,  my  friend,      Lead  me 

Let    me    live       a  life      of  faith, —   Let    me 
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ask  Him,  waits  to    hear. 

out  a        riv   -   al    reign, 

to  my      journey's  end. 

die  Thy     peo-ple's  death. 
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Father,  I  Stretch  My  Hands  to  Thee. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 
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"Arlington." — Thomas  Augustine  Arne. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,      I  stretch  my  hands    to  Thee; 

2.  On     Thy  dear  Son       I       now     be-lieve; 

3.  Au-thor      of  faith!     to     Thee      I      lift 


Z5l 


^=g 


=t=g=£ 


m^^ 


P:: 


No 
Oh, 

My 


oth 
let 
wea 

-0- 

=*= 


•  er  help  I  know; 
me  feel  Thy  pow  "r; 
■  ry,  long-ing       eyes: 

j-g-  e  ,  \ . 

=1 


£-■  - 


t) 


5T- 


3 


-rj- 


d 


=¥= 


If  Thou  with-draw  Thy  -  self  from  me, 
And  all  my  va  -  ried  wants  re-lieve 
Oh,     let      me   now      re  -  ceive  that  gift; 
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Ah!  whith-er      shall  I  go? 

In      this     ac   -  cept  -  ed  hour. 

My    soul   with  -  out  it  dies. 
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4.  Surely  Thou  canst  not  let  me  die! 

Oh,  speak,  and  I  shall  live; 

And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie, 

Till  Thou  Thy  Spirit  give. 


1 5  How  would  my  fainting  soul  rejoice 
Could  1  but  see  Thy  face! 
Now  let  me  hear  Thy  quickening  voice, 
And  taste  Thy  pardoning  grace. 
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Christian,  Seek  not  Yet  Repose. 


Wm.  \V.  How. 


I*.  C.   Bl'RNAP. 
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My  God!  is  Any  Hour  so  Sweet. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 

#  =  88. 


'Almsgiving. ''—Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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Our  Father  Who  Art  in  Heaven. 


Adapted  by  P. 
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i.  Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 

2.  Give  us  this  day  our 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  on 
And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive 
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Lord,  Forever  at  Thy  Side. 
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James  Montgomery. 
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"Solitude." — tr.  T.  Dowses. 
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1.  Lord,  for  -  ev    -     er 

2.  Meek-ly    may      my 

3.  Hum -Lie    as  a 

4.  Is    -  rael!  now      and 


at      Thy    side  Let     my  place  and    por-  tion    be; 

soul    re  -   ceive       All     Thy  Spir  -  it      hath  re-  vealed; 

lit  -  tie     child,  Wean-ed  from  the  moth-er's    breast, 

ev  -  er  -   more       In      the  Lord   Je  -   ho-vah    trust; 
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Strip  me     of    the  robe 
Thou  hast  spo-ken:     I 
By       no    sub  -  tie  -  ties 
Him    in     all    His  ways 


pride,  Clothe  me      with  hu  -  mil  • 
lieve,  Though  the     or    -   a   -    cle 
guiled,  On    Thy     faith  -  ful    word 
-  dore,  "Wise  and     won  -  der  -  ful 
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and  just.  A-men. 
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Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 

Rev.  Edward  Hopper.  "Pilot." — J.  K.  Gould 
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Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot  me,  O  -  ver  life's  tern  -  pest-uous  sea; 
As  a  moth  -  er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the  o  -  cean  wild; 
When  at     last       I       near  the    shore,  And     the  fear  -  ful  break-ers      roar 
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Un-known  waves  a  -  round     me      roll,      Hid  -  ing    rock    and  treach'rous 
Bois-t'rous  waves    o  -  bey     Thy     will  When  Thou  say 'st    to    them  "Be 
'Twixt    me     and     the  peace  -  ful      rest,  Then,  while  lean  -  ing    on      Thy 
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Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me — Concluded. 
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Chart  and  com  -  pass  come  from  Thee:  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Wondrous  Sov-'reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  sus,  Sav-  ior,  pi  -  lot  me. 
May       I      hear  Thee  say        to       me,    "Fear  not,    I       will      pi  -   lot     thee!" 
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While  We  Lowly  Bow  Before  Thee. 

Daniel  C.  Colesworthy.  "Alvan."— I,.  Mason. 
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We  are  poor  and  need  y  sin  -  ners,  Full  of  doubt  and 
Oh,  in-cline  us  more  to  love  Thee,  And  in  dust  our 
Hear   us,  then,  dear   Sav-ior,    hear     us;     Grant    an      an  -  swer 


■&. 


% 


-j — » — 1 — &- 


JE-&- 


full  of 
souls  a  - 
from  a  - 


fear; 
base; 
bove; 

-^ — 


•i 


p 


p 


fc* 


:<? 


g  •  g  a 


, 


IzS: 


r 


(^ 


Gra-cious  Sav-ior,  Gra-cious  Sav-ior,  Make  us  hum  -  ble  and  sin- cere. 
Hear  us,  Sav-ior,  Hear  us,  Sav-ior,  And  un  -  vail  thy  glo  -  rious  face. 
Bless  -  ed     Sav-ior,  Bless  -  ed      Sav-ior,    Hear    and   an  -  swer    from    a  -  bove. 
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There  is  a  Fountain  Filled  With  Blood 


William  Cowper 
J  =76. 


From  L,.  Mason. 
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1.  There   is  a    fount -ain     filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from   Im-man  -  uel's  veins; 

2.  The      dy  -    ing  thief    re  -  joiced      to    see        That  fount  -  ain     in      his     day; 

3.  Thou  dy   -   ing  Lamb!  Thy     pre  -  cious  blood      Shall  nev  -  er     lose    its    pow'r, 
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And  sin  -  ners,plunged  be-neath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilt  -  y 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he,  Wash  all  my  sins  a 
Till  all        the  ran-somed  Church  of   God        Are  saved,     to    sin       no 
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Lose     all     their  guilt  -   y 

Wash  all       my    sins  a 

Are     saved,    to     sin  no 
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stains,         Lose      all       their    guilt  -  y       stains, 
way,  Wash     all        my      sins      a    -    way, 

more,  Are      saved,    to        sin        no      more, 
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And 
And 
Till 
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sin  -  ners, plunged  be  -  neath  that  flood, 
there  may     I,    though  vile        as      he, 
all        the  ran-somed  Church    of    God 


Lose   all     their  guilt  -  y        stains. 
Wash  all        my  sins      a     -     way. 
Are  saved,     to    sin       no       more. 
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4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

Clio.     And  shall 


etc. 
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5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Clio.     Lies  silent,  etc, 


From  the  Cross  Uplifted  High. 
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1.  From  the  cross    up  -  lift  -  ed    high,  Where  the  Sav   -  ior  deigns  to      die, 

2.  "'Spread  for  Thee, the     fes  -  tal  board      See  with  rich  -  est    daint-ies      stored; 
3. 'Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne;   Why  be-neath     thy    bur-dens    groan? 


What  ma  -  lo  -  dious  sounds  I         hear,    Burst-ing    on 
To  Th  j    Fa  -  ther's    bos  -  om  pressed,  Yet     a  -  gain 
On  M\    pier-  ced      bod  -  y        laid,      Just  -  ice  owns 
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sin  -  ner,  come, 
sin  -  ner,  come, 
sin  -  ner,  come." 
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(second  hymn.) 


1  Jesus,  Lamb  of  God   /or  me 

Thou,  the  Lord  of  Life,  didst  die; 
Whither,  whither,  but  to  Thee 

Can  a  trembling  sinner  fly? 
Death's  dark  waters  o'er  me  roll, 
Save,  oh,  save  my  sinking  soul! 

2  Never  bowed  a  martyred  head 

Weighed  with  equal  s arrow  down; 
Never  blood  so  ricli  was  shed, 


Never  king  wore  such  a  crown. 
To  Thy  Cross  and  sacrifice 
Faith  now  lifts  her  tearful  eyes. 
While  with  broken  heart  I  kneel, 

Sinks  the  inward  storm  to  rest; 
Life,  immortal  life,  I  feel 

Kindled  in  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thine,  forever  Thine,  I  am; 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! 

Rev.  Ray  Palmer. 
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I  Once  Was  a  Stranger. 
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As  I  Am,  I  Come  to  Thee. 


221 


Sav 


J 


I.  V.  Flagler. 
ior, 


3— it**— i- 


I         am,     I 
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come  to  Thee!  Sav  -  ior  of  man-kind, 
help  and  guide,  Sav  -  ior  of  man-kind, 
while       I       pray,       Sav   -    ior       of      man-kind, 
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O     Lord,  my        stub  -  born    will,        Break        my     love     of  sin; 

me    with    the         liv   -    ing   bread,       Fruit     from  heav'n's  own  tree; 

Thy  good-ness,        ev    -     er      nigh,       May        Thy  grace,  so  free, 
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May        Thy    love     my        spir  -   it 
May  I        by     Thy      hand     be 

While        I       live,   and      when       I 


fill,         Make       me     pure  with   -   in. 
led,        Draw       me,  Lord,    to        Thee, 
die,  Ev    -     er       be      with      me. 
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Thomas  Moore. 


Come,  Ye  Disconsolate. 
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Come,  ye 
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mer  -   cy-seat,       fer   -  vent  -  ly     kneel;      Here  bring  your  wound  -  ed     hearts, 
pen    -    i  -  tent,     fade  -  less    and     pure;      Here  speaks    the    Com  -  fort  -  er, 
throne    of   God,     pure     from      a  -   bove;      Come      to      the    feast       of      love, 
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here  tell  your  an  -  guish,  Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  heav'n  can-not  heal, 
ten  -  der  -  ly  say  -  ing,  Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  heav'n  can-not  cure, 
come,  ev  -  er      know -ing       Earth  has  no    sor-row     but  heav'n  can   re  -  move. 
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Chief  of  Sinners  Though  I  Be. 


"Repose."— Arr.  by  Joseph  P.  Holbrook. 
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Chief    of     sin  -  ners  though  I 
Oh,     the  height   of     Je    -    sus' 
Chief    of      sin  -  ners   though  I 
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Je   -   sus   shed  His  blood     for  me; 

High  -  er  than  the  heav'ns   a  -  bove, 

Christ   is      all  in      all        to     me; 
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Died    that  I        might  live     on     high,     Died  that     I  might 

Deep  -  er  than     the  depths  of     sea,        Last  -  ing      as  e    - 

All        my  wants     to    Him    are  known,  All  my     sor  -    rows 
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As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine,  I  am  His  and  He  is  mine. 
Love  that  found  me,  wondrous  thought!  Found  me  when  I  sought  Him  not! 
Safe  with  Him  from  earth-ly  strife,       He    sus-tains  the    hid  -  den  life.      A  -  men 


» 


-&r 


1 


...^ 


-02- 


F 


Did  Christ  o'er  Sinners  Weep. 


Benjamin  Beddome 
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'Xeighton."— Henry  Wellington  Greatorex. 


1.  Did     Christ    o'er    sin-  ners     weep,     And      shall     our   cheeks  he       dry? 

2.  The      Son        of    God      in       tears      The      won-d'ring      an  -  gels      see! 

3.  He       wept      that    we  might   weep;     Each      sin       de  -  mands   a        tear: 
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Let  floods  of  pen  -  i  -  ten  -  tial  grief  Burst  forth  from  ev  -  'ry  ey^e. 
Be  thou  as  -  ton  -  ished,  O  my  soul;  He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 
In      heav'n   a  -  lone     no      sin      is    found,    And  there's  no  weep  -  ing  there. 
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Depth  of  Mercy. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley 
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there   be        Mer  -  cy      still      re-served   for 
His  grace,     Long  pro  -  voked  Him   to     His 
re  -  pent,        Let      me     now     my     sins     la  - 

■  ings  are,        Me       He     now      de  -  lights  to 
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Can       my    God    His  wrath  for  bear,         Me,     the     chief   of     sin  -  ners, 

Would    not  heark  -  en      to  His  calls,  Grieved  Him  by        a    thou  -  sand 

Now    my     foul      re  -  volt  de  -  plore,  Weep,   be   -  lieve,  and  sin       no 

Cries, "How  shall     I     give  thee   up?"     Lets     the      lift  -  ed  thun  -  der 

God       is     love,       I     know,  I       feel;      Je    -    sus     weeps,  and  loves  me 
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(second  hymn.) 

Softly  now  the  Light  of  Day. 


1  Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  our  sight  away; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  we  would  commune  with  Thee. 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 
Naught  escapes,  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 

Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 


3  Soon  from  us  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Take  us,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 

4  Thou,  who  sinless,  yet  hast  known 
All  of  man's  infirmity, 

Then  from  Thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  e}*e. 
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Weary  of  Earth,  and  Laden  with  My  Sin. 


S.  J.  Stone. 
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"Dalkeith."— T.  Hewlett. 
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earth,  and     lad -en  with  my  sin, 
am,     how  dare    I     hope  to  stand 
fain  would  tread  the  heav'nly  way, 
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look  to  heav'n  and  long  to 
the  pure  glo  -  ry  of  that 
vil     is    pres-ent  with   me 
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en-  ter  in;      But    there  no      e   -    vil  thing  may  find   a  home;  And    yet      I 

ho  -  ly  land?  Be  -  fore  the  white-ness    of  that  throne  appear ?  Yet  there  are 

day  by  day;    Yet      011  mine  ears    the    gra-cious  tid-ings   fall:  4/Re  -  pent,  con- 
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hear  a  Voice  that  bids  me  come. 
Hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near, 
fess:  thou  shall  be  loosed  from  all. ' '  A-men. 


4  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  Hands  stretched  out  to  draw 

me  near, 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And    set  me    faultless    there    before  the 

throne. 

5  Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous 

Lord; 
Thine  all  the  merits;  mine  the  great  reward; 
Thine   the  sharp    thorns;  and   mine   the 

golden  crown;  [down. 

Mine  the  life  won;  and  Thine  the  life  laid 


With  Trusting  Heart  I  Take  My  Way. 


Julia  H.  Johnston 
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"Contemplation."— Gertrude  B.  McCowan. 
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1.  With  trust  -  ing  heart    I    take   my     way 

2.  His  thoughts  unnumbered, corn-pass    me, 

3.  Thou    Fa  -  ther  God,  O    Love    di  -  vine, 

4.  O  Ho  -  ly    Com-fort-er,       re-  veal 
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A'- long   life's    up  -  ward  road; 
His  thoughts  are  thoughts  of  peace; 
May  thy  blest  thoughts  of  love, 
The    pre-cious  thoughts  of  God; 
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He  thinks  of  me,      I    soft  -  ly    say,  And  car-ries     all        my  load. 
To  give    ex-pect  -  ed  mer-cies  free;  From  bondage  to        re  -  lease. 

Take  cap-tive   ev  -  'ry   tho't  of  mine,  And   lift  my    heart     a  -  bove. 

The    Sav-ior's  pres-ence  let    me  feel,    A  -  long  the   path     He  trod. 
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Just  as  I  Am. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 
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i.  Just  as 

2.  Just  as 

3.  Just  as 

4.  Just  as 
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am — with-out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
am — and  wait  -  ing  not  To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
am — poor. wretched, blind;  Sight, riches,  heal  -  ing  of  the  mind, 
am — Thou  wilt    re  -  ceive;  Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse-,re-lieve; 
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And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O  Lamb 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find,  O  Lamb 
Be-cause  Thy  prom  -  ise       I       be  -  lieve,      O  Lamb 
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of  God, 
of  God, 
of  God, 


come!  I 
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come!  I 


come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
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Charlotte  Elliott. 
0  =  92. 


Just  as  I  Am.     No.  2. 


'Woodworth."— W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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I      am — without    one  plea,    But     that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for    me, 
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And  that  Thou  bid  st  me  come  to   Thee,       O  Lamb  of    God,  I  come! 
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1.   I      will      both    lay       me   down        in        peace  and    qui  -  et        sleep,    For 
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Thou  wilt  shield  from  ills  which    in     the  dark -ness   creep,    I    will  both  lay     me 
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down      in     peace  and  qui  -  et     sleep,     For  Thou     a -lone  canst   make  me      to 
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dwell  in      safe    -    ty,     Canst    make    me      to  dwell   in      safe    -     ty 
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As  Our  Heavenly  Father. 


Mrs. 


Grace  Wieser  Davis. 
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'He  Careth  for  Me."— H.  R.  Palmer. 


As  our 
As  our 
As  our 
Take  no 


heav  -  en  -  ly 
heav  -  en  -  ly 
heav  -  en   -  ly 


Fa  -  ther  the 
Fa  -  ther  for 
Fa   -   ther    the 


thought  for   the     nior  -  row;   thy 
-0-       -0-  ■&-' 


spar-row's  fall    doth  know, 
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As        wav  -  mg  leaf  on    the  tree   -    top    He   notes  as      it 

Doth  clothe  with  ex-quis  -  ite  beau    -   ty      in       pu  -  ri  -  ty, 

As        e'en    the    ti  -  ni  -  est  in    -     sect   lie     sees   in     its 

The   things  that  ye  stand  in  need 
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fall  -  eth  low, 

oh,      so  fair; 

pu   -  ny  cell; 

of,     He      in  -  fi  -  nite   mer  -  cy  shows; 
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As      e'en      thy    hairs  are   num  -  bered,    let  this  thy     com  -  fort  be, 

As      spar  -  rows    toil  and   spin      not,       yet  by  thy     God       are  fed, 

So,      pre  -  cious  soul,  He     not  -   eth       thy  life's  mi  -   nu    -   test  care, 

Seek  first       for  God's  own  king  -  dom      set  up  with  -  in        thy  heart, 
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Much  more,  O  pre  -  cious  loved  one,  thy  Fa  -  ther  cares  for 
Much  less  will  He  for  -  get  thee;  thou  shalt  be  safe  -  ly 
And,  praise    His  name,     He   deign  -  eth      thy    bur  -  dens    all  to 

And      all    things  shall      be      add  -  ed;    then  "choose  the     bet   -    ter 
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He      cares   for      me!      He      cares  for   me!     Sing      to      thy -self    each     day! 
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He   cares      for       me!     He       cares   for    me!       In   all  things,  and     al  -  way. 
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Sir  John  Bowring. 


God  Is  Love. 


"Wilmot. "— C.  M.  von  Weber. 


i.  God      is     love;  His    mer  -  cy  brightens        All   the  path   in      which  we  rove; 

2.  Ev'n  .the  hour  that  dark  -  est  seem  -  eth,    Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 

3.  He      with  earth  -  ly    cares     en -twin -eth    Hope  and  com-fort      froma-bove; 
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Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens;    God    is   wis-dom,  God   is    love. 
From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth,  God  is   wis-dom,  God   is    love. 

Ev  - 'ry-where  His   glo-ry  shin  eth,      God    is   wis-dom,  God   is    love.     A  -  men. 
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The  Lord  is  My  Shepherd. 


James  Montgomery. 
0  =  76. 


"Koschat." — Thomas  Koschat. 
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1.  The      Lord  is    my  Shepherd,  no 

2.  Thro'  the  valley  and  shad-ow     of 

3.  In  the  midst  of   af-  fiic-tion  my 

4.  Let    good-ness  and  iner-cy,  my 
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He  lead  -  eth  my  soul  where  the 
Thy  rod  shall  de  -  fend  me,  Thy 
With  per -fume  and      oil    Thou     a- 

I      seek,    by      the     path  which  my 
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still  wa  -  ters  flow,  Re  -  stores  me  when  wand'ring,  re-deems  when  oppressed 

staff  be     my  stay;  No    harm  can      be  -  fall,  with  my  Corn  -  fort  -  er    near, 

nointest  my  head:  Oh>  what  shall      I      ask      of  Thy  prov  -  i  -  dence  more, 

fore-fath-ers  trod,  Thro' the  land  of    their  so-journ,  Thy  king- dom     of    love, 
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Re  -  stores  me    when  wand'ring,    re  -  deems  when   op  -   pressed. 

No      harm  can      be  -  fall,  with     my      Com  -  fort  -  er        near. 

Oh,     what  shall     I  ask       of     Thy      prov  -  i  -  dence    more? 

Thro' the  land  of    their  so  -  journ,  Thy    king -dom     of        love.       A    -    men. 
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Thus  Far  the  Lord  I  lath  Led  Me  On 


231 


Isaac  Watts. 


"Hebron." — 1,0  well  Mason. 
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far  the  Lord    liath  led  me    on,    Thus   far  His  pow'r  prolongs  my 

lay  my    bod  -  y  down  to  sleep;  Peace  is     the    pil   -   low   for  my 

in  His  name    for-bids   my    fear;    Oh,  may  Thy  pres-ence  ne'er  de- 

whenthe  night  of  death  shall  come,  My  flesh  shall  rest     beneath  the 
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And 
While 
And, 
And 
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well-ap  • 
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wait  Thy 


ev'ning     shall  make  known  Some  fresh  memor-ials     of    His  grace. 
■  point  -  ed     an -gels  keep  Their  watchful   sta-tions  round  my  bed. 
morn  -  ing,make  me  hear     The  love  and  kind-ness     of   Thy  heart, 
voice    to  rouse  my  tomb,    With  sweet  sal-va  -  tion     in     the  sound. 
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My  God,  my  Father,  Blissful  Name! 


Anna  Steele. 


'Boardman." — Arr.  by  G.  Kingsley. 


fe# 


S 


ffe^Sl^i^ 


& 


e 


-1 


5 


7t± 


s 


-0-       Nw.     w     -&-  -m-    -m-  1         1  ^^ 

1.  My  God,    my     Fa  -  ther,    bliss-ful  name!  Oh,    may      I      call  Thee  mine? 

2.  Whate'er  Thy     prov  -  i  -  dence  de  -  nies  I       calm  -  ly  would  re  -   sign, 

3.  Whate'er  Thy     sa  -  cred     will    or-dains,  Oh,  give    me  strength  to  bear! 

4.  Thy  sov-' reign  ways  are     all      un-known  To    my    weak,  err  -  ing    sight; 
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sweet  as  -  sur  -  ance  claim      A      por  -  tion  so       di  -   vine? 

good,  and  just,    and  wise:     Oh,    bend  my  will    to      Thine! 

know  my   Fa  -   ther  reigns,  And  trust  His  ten.  -  der      care. 

soul      a  -  dor  -  ing    own      That  all      Thy  ways  are      right. 
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The  Lord  my  Pasture  Shall  Prepare. 


Joseph  Addison. 
J=6o. 


"Rakem." — Isaac  Baker  Woodbury. 
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1.  The     Lord  my  past  -    ure     shall  pre  -  pare, 

2.  When     in  the  sul  -    try      glebe  I         faint, 

3.  Tho'       in  a  bare  and      rug  -  ged      way, 

4.  Tho'       in  the  paths  of  death  I        tread, 
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And       feed      me 
Or        on        the 
Through  de   -  vious, 
With  gloom  -  y 
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with      a       shep-herd's 
thirst -y     mount  -  ain 
lone  -  ly     wilds        I 
hor  -  rors      o     -    ver 
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care;  His    pres-ence  shall  my  wants  sup  -  ply, 

pant,  To      fer  -  tile  vales  and   dew  -  y      meads, 

stray,  Thy  boun  -  ty  shall  my    pains    be  -  guile; 

spread,  My     stead-fast  heart  shall  fear     no        ill, 
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with  a       watch  -  ful  eye; 

wan  -  d'ring    steps      He  leads, 

wil     -     der  -  ness    shall  smile, 

Lord,       art      with       me  still; 
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And  guard  me 
My  wea  -  ry, 
The  bar  -  ren 
For      Thou,     O 
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My  noon  -  day 
Where  peace  -  ful 
With  sud  -  den 
Thy    friend  -  ly 
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walks  He  shall  at  -  tend,  And  all  my  mid-night  hours  de  -  fend, 
riv  -  ers,  soft  and  slow,  A  -  mid  the  ver  -  dant  land  -  scape  flow, 
greens  and  herb  -  age  crowned,  And  streams  shall  mur-mur      all  a   -   round, 

crook  shall  give    me      aid,      And  guide    me   thro'    the    dread   -  ful      shade. 
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Guide  me,  O  Thou  Great  Jehovah. 
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Kev.  William  Williams. 
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"Ol i pliant." — Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Guide  me,    O     Thou  great  Je  -  lio  -  vah, 

2.  O    -    pen  now    the  crys   -  tal  fount-ain, 

3.  When  I     tread   the  verge  of    Jor  -  dan, 

4.  Mus  -  ing    on      my    hab  -  it    -    a  -  tion, 
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Pil-grim  thro'  this  bar   -  ren     land; 
Whence  the  healing  streams  do     flow; 
Bid    my  anx-ious  fears      sub  -side; 
Mus-ing    on    my    heav'n-ly      home, 
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I          am  weak,    but 

Let        the  fier    -    y, 

Bear      me  thro'     the 

Fills      my  heart    with 
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Thou       art  might   -   y, 
cloud  -  y  pil  -    lar 

swell  -  ing      cur  -  rent, 
ho    -     ly       long  -  ing; 


Hold      me  with 

Lead      me  all 

Land      me  safe 

Come,  Lord  Je    ■ 
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pow'r-ful    hand.  Bread    of    heav-en,  bread    of   heav-en     Feed  me     till 

jour-uey    thro'.  Strong  De  -  liv-'rer,  strong  De  -  liv-'rer,  Be     Thou  still 

Ca  -  naan's  side.  Songs    of     prais-es,  songs    of     praises    I        will     ev 

quick-ly    come.  Van  -   i     -    ty       is        all       I  see;      Lord   I       long 
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Father,  Whate'er  of  Earthly  Bliss. 


Anne  Steele. 
=  60. 


'Xaomi." — Hans  Georg  NagbiX 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,  whate'er     of     earth  ly    bliss  Thy     sov-'reign  will      de  -  nies, 

2.  Give  me     a    calm,      a     thank-ful    heart,  From    ev   -    'ry    mur  -  mur   free; 

3.  Let    the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine  ZNIy      life      and  death   at-  tend; 
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Ac  -  cept  -  ed     at       Thy  throne  of   grace,  Let     this 

The  bless-ing    of       Thy  grace  im  -  part,  And  make      me 

Thy   pres-ence  thro'  my    jour-  ney  shine,  And  crown     my 
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W.  F.  Lloyd. 
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My  Times  are  in  Thy  Hand. 


"Selvin."— Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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1.  "My         times        are      in  Thy  hand,''     My       God, 

2.  "My        times        are       in  Thy  hand,"'   What  -  ev 

3.  "My         times         are       in  Thy  hand,"    Why      should 

4.  "My        times        are      in  Thy  hand,''     Je    -    sus, 

5.  "My         times         are       in  Thy  hand,''    I'll         al 
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I     wish  them  there; 
er     they  may  be; 

I  doubt  or  fear? 
the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied! 
ways  trust   in  Thee; 
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My       life,  my  friends, my    soul,    I    leave       En  -  tire  -  ly      to       Thy  care, 

Pleas-ing     or   pain  -  ful,    dark   or  bright,    As    best  may  seem    to  Thee, 

My       Fa-ther's  hand  will     nev-er  cause       His  child   a      need -less  tear. 

Hie   hand  my    cru  -    el       sins  had  pierced   Is     now  my  Guard  and  Guide, 
And,     aft  -  er  death,    at     Thy  right  hand        I      shall  for  -  ev   -    er  be, 
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My  life,  my  friends,  my 
Pleasing  or  pain  -  ful, 
My  Fa-ther's  hand  will 
The  hand  my  cru  -  el 
er  death, 
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And, aft 


soul,  I     leave       En- tire -ly      to        Thy 
dark  or  bright,     As    best  may  seem    to 
nev  -  er  cause      His  child  a     need  -  less 
sins  had  pierced   Is     now  my  Guard  and 
I      shall  for  -  ev    -  "er 
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Guide, 
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My  God  and  Father,  While  I  Stray 


Charlotte  Elliott. 
:  60. 


"Flemming."— Arr.  fr.  Flemming. 
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1.  My     God  and   Fa  -  ther,      while     I 

2.  Whattho'  in   lone   -  ly        grief      I 

3.  Let     but   my  faint  -  ing      heart      be 
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blest 
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Far  from  my  home,  on 
For  friends  be  -  loved,  no 
With  Thy  sweet  Spir  -  it 
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life's 
long 
for 


rough  way, 
er  nigh, 
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Oh,  teach  me 
Sub-  mis-si ve 
My    God,  to 


from     my 
still   would 
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4  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day; 
Blend  it  with  Thine;  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say,' 

"Thy  will,  O  God,  be  done!  ' 

5  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing,  upon  the  happier  shore, 

"Thy  will,  O  God,  be  done!" 
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My  Jesus,  as  Thou  Wilt. 


B.  Schmolke.  Tr.  by  Jane  Borthwick. 
=  76. 


"Jev.ett."— C.  M.  Weber.  Arr. 
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1.  My        Je    -    sus,      as       Thou  wilt!         Oh.      may     Thy  will         be  mine! 

2.  My        Je    -    sus,      as      Thou  wilt!     Though  seen     thro'  many      a     tear, 

3.  My        Je    -    sus,      as      Thou  wilt!         All      shall    be      well       for   me; 
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Through  sor    -    row      or  through  joy,       Con    -  duct      me        as     Thine 
Since    Thou       on     earth      hast  wept,     And       sor  -  rowed     oft        a  - 
Straight    to  my    home      a  -   hove        I  trav   -   el       calm  -  ly 
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help  me  still  to  say,  My  Lord,  Thy  will 
I  must  weep  with  Thee,  My  Lord,  Thy  will 
sing,    in       life        or    death,      My    Lord,    Thy  will 
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done! 
done! 
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In  Heavenly  Love  Abiding 


Anna  E.  Waring. 
J^  =  112. 
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" Thalberg."— S.  Thalbkrg.    Arr.  by  II.  R.  P. 
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1.  In     heav'n-ly  love      a   -   bid  -    ing,      No  change  my    heart  shall 

2.  Wher-ev  -  er    He     tuay  guide     trie,      No    want    shall    turn      me 


fear, 
back; 
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And     safe        is     such     con -fid    -     ing,      For    noth  -  ing  chang  -  es 
My    Shep-herd     is  be -side       me,       And   noth-  ing     can         I 
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The  storm    may  roar    with  -  out        me,      My  heart    may    low        be 
His     wis  -  dom     ev    -     er     wak  -    eth,      His  sight       is      nev   -    er 
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But  God      is  round   a  -  bout      me,     And  can      I      be      dis  -  mayed? 
He  knows  the  way   He   tak  -    eth,     And     I      will  walk  with   Him.       A 
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(SECOND  HYMN.     FOR  THANKSGIVING  SERVICE.) 

We  Plow  the  Fields,  and  Scatter. 


1  We  plow  the  fields,  and  scatter 

The  good  seed  on  the  land, 
But  it  is  fed  and  watered 

By  God's  almighty  hand; 
He  sends  the  snow  in  winter, 

The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 
The  breezes  and  the  sunshine, 

And  soft,  refreshing  rain. 

2  He  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far: 

He  paints  the  way-side  flower; 

He  lights  the  evening  star; 


The  winds  and  waves  obey  Him, 

By  Him  the  birds  are  fed; 
Much  more  to  us,  His  children, 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. 
We  thank  Thee,  then,  O  Father, 

For  all  things  bright  and  good: 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest, 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food; 
Accept  the  gift  we  offer 

For  all  Thy  love  imparts, 
And,  what  Thou  most  desirest, 

Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 
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Here  I  Can  Firmly  Rest. 


Paul  Gerhardt. 
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"Ferguson."— George  Kingslev. 
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That  God,    the      high -est.       and     the    best,     My    Friend  and     Fa-  ther      is. 

I      trust      in     His       al  -  might -y    power  When     swell-ing     bil  -  lows    rise. 
The    sure    foun  -  da  -  tion       of       my    hope        Is        in        my     Sav  -  ior's  blood. 
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My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


"Olivet."— IyOWELL,  Mason. 
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i.  My        faith  looks    up        to    Thee,      Thou     Lamb     of        Cal    -   va   -  ry, 

2.  May      Thy    rich  grace     im  -  part    Strength      to       my     faint  -  ing    heart; 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze       I     tread,       And       griefs     a  -    round     me    spread, 

4.  When  ends  life's  trans  -  ient  dream,    When  death's  cold,    sul  -    len    stream 
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Sav  -  ior      di 
My      zeal      in 

Be      Thou  my    guide;  Bid       dark  -  ness  turn 
Shall    o'er    me       roll,     Blest     Sav  -   ior,  then, 


vine!     Now    hear     me   while 
spire;     As      Thou   hast   died 
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I  pray,  Take  all      my 

for  me,  Oh,  may    my 

to  day,  Wipe  sor- row's 

in  love,  Fear  and      dis- 
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guilt  a  -  way,      Oh,         let      me   from     this  day        Be 

love  to  Thee     Pure,  warm,  and  change-less    he,        A 

tears  a  -  way,     Nor        let      me      ev    -    er  stray  From 

trust  re -move;   Oh,       bear    me    safe        a  -  hove, — A 
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Lord,  for  To-morrow  and  its  Needs. 
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"Just  for  To-day."— H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Lord,  for    to-mor-row  and  its  needs     I         do    not  pray; 

2.  Let    me  no  wrong  or    i-  die  word    Un-think-ing    say; 

3.  And     if,    to-day,  this  life    of  mine  Should  ebb   a  -  way, 
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Keep  me,  my  God 

Set  Thou   a  seal 

Give  me  Thy  Sac 
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of     sin        Just    for  to  -  day.  Help  me  to     la  -  bor  earn  -  est  -  ly, 

my   lips      Thro'  all  to-day.  Let  me  in     sea-son, Lord,    be  grave, 

Di-vine,      Fa  -  ther,  to-day.  So  for  to  -  morrow  and     its  needs 
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pray;     Let  me  be  kind  in  word  and  deed,  Fa -ther,  to-day. 
gay;       Let  me  be  faith-ful  to  Thy  grace, Dear  Lord,  to-day. 
pray;  Still  keep  me,guide  me, love  me, Lord, Thro'  each  to-day.  A-men. 
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I  Left  it  All  With  Jesus,  Long-  Ago. 


Miss  Ellen  H.  Willis. 
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"Security."— Miss  H.  M.  Warner. 
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1.  I    left      it    all    with  Je  -   sus,  long  a  -  go,        All    my  sins    I  brought  Him 

2.  I  leave     it    all   with  Je  -   sus,    for  He  knows  How    to  steal  the    bit  -  ter 

3.  I  leave    it     all   with  Je  -   sus,  day  by  day;     Faith  can  firm  -ly  trust  Him, 
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and     my  woe,  When  by    faith  I     saw  Him      on      the  tree,  Heard  His  small,  still 
from  life  s  woes;  How    to    gild  the  tear  drop   with   His  smile,  Make  the    des  -  ert 
come  what  may,  Hope  has  dropped  her  anchor,  found  her  rest,       In     the    calm  sure 
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"'Tis     for  thee,"  From  my  heart  the    bur  -    den  rolled       a  -  way! 

bloom     awhile;     When  my  weak-ness  lean  -  eth        on  His  might, 

of     His  breast;  Love    es  -  teems  it    heav  -  en         to  a  -  bide 
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Hap  -  py  day!  From  my  heart    the  bur  -  den  rolled  a  -  way!    Hap-py 
All  seems  light;  When  my  weak-ness  lean -eth   on     His  might,  All  seems 
At      His  side;  Love     es-teems     it   heav  -  en     to        a  -  bide     At     His 
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John  Cennick. 


I 


fc* 


:72. 


; 


S* 


u 


"Pleyel's  Hymn."— Ignace  Plevel. 
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1.  Chil-dren      of     the  heav'n  ly    King,  As       we  jour-ney, 

2.  We      are     trav-'ling  home   to      God  In      the  way     our 

3.  Fear  not,  breth-ren;  joy  -  ful    stand  On      the  bor  -  ders 

4.  Lord,    o   -    be-dient-ly    we'll    go,  Glad  -  ly  leav  -  ing 
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Sing    our    Sav  ior's     wor  -  thy  praise,  Glo  -  rious    in      His  works    and  ways. 

They  are     hap  -  py     now,  and     we  Soon  their  hap  -  pi  -  ness    shall  see. 

Je    -    sus  Christ,  our     Fa-ther's    Son,  Bids     us      un  -   dis-mayed    go      on 

On   -   ly     Thou   our  Lead  -  er        be,  And     we     still     will      fol  -  low  Thee, 
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I   Bless  the  Christ  of  God. 
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"Braden."— William  Batchelder  Bradbury. 
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I  bless  the  Christ  of  God;  I  rest 
His  cross  dis  -  pels  each  doubt;  I  bur 
praise     the    God       of     grace;      I       trust 
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Tis     He      who    sav  -    eth     me,       And   free   -    ly       par  -  don 
My     life      with  Him       is       hid,      My     death    has  passed      a 
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calls  me  His,  I  call 
love  be  -  cause  He  lov 
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Hark!  Hark,  My  Soul! 


Frederick  W.  Faber 
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1.  Hark!    hark,  my 

2.  On    -    ward  we 

3.  Far,         far  a  - 

4.  Rest     comes  at 
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thousands  meekly  steal-ing, 
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Of    that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be       no  more. 

The    mu-sic     of    the  gos-  pel  leads    us  home. 

Kind  Shepherd, turn  their  weary  steps  to   Thee. 

And  heav'  n,  the  heart' s  true  home,  will  come  at  last. 
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"Rutherford."— C.  D.  URBAN. 
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1.  The  sands     of    time  are  sink  -  ing; 

2.  O       Christ!  He      is  the  fount  -  ain, 

3.  With  nier  -  cy     and  with  judg-ment 

4.  The    bride  eyes  not  her  gar  -  ment, 


The  dawn  of  heav 
The  deep,  sweet  well 
My  web  of  time 
But     her      dear  Bride- 
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tast     -     ed,       More    deep     I'll    drink  a   -   bove; 

sor     -     row      Were      lus  -  tred      by      His   love; 

glo     -     ry,        But        on       my     King  of      Grace- 
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day-spring   is         at       hand, 
mer  -    cy  doth     ex    -  pand, 
bless      the  heart  that    planned, 
on       Hispierc-ed        hand — 
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And     glo    -    ry —    glo  -    ry 

And     glo    -    ry —    glo  -    ry 

WIk-u  throned  where  glo  -    ry     dwell   -   eth, 
The  Lamb      is         all       the 
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O  Mother  Dear,  Jerusalem! 


Francis  Baker,  1616. 
J  =  ioo. 


"The  Holy  City." — S.  A.  Ward. 
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1.  O      moth-er  dear,    Je  -    ru  -    sa-lem!  When  shall     I     come      to  Thee? 

2.  No  murk  -  y  cloud  o'er  -  shad-ows  thee,  Nor  gloom,  nor    dark-some  night; 

3.  Thy  gar  -  dens  and   thy    good  -  ly  walks  Con  -   tin  -  ual   -   ly       are  green, 

4.  Those  trees  each  month  yield  ripened  fruit;  For        ev  -   er  -  more,  they  spring, 
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When  shall     my   sor- rows  have     an    end?    Thy   joys  when  shall      I  see? 

But      ev    -  'ry   soul  shines   as     the   sun:     For    God  Him -self  gives  light. 

Where  grow  such  sweet  and  pleas  -  ant  flow' rs  As       no -where  else    are  seen. 

And     all      the    na  -  tions    of      the  earth     To     thee  their  hon  -  ors  bring. 
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O      hap  -   py    har  -  bor      of  God's  saints!   O    sweet  and  pleas  -  ant  soil! 

O      my   sweet  home,  Je  -   ru  -    sa-lem!     Thy  joys  when  shall      I  see? 

Right  thro' the  streets,  with  pleas-ing  sound,  The     liv   -  ing    wa  -  ters  flow, 

O    moth  -  er  dear,    Je  -    ru  -  sa  -  lem!  When  shall     I      come     to  thee? 
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In  thee     no    sor  -  row  can     be  found,  Nor  grief,  nor  care, 
The  King  that  sit  -  teth  on     thy  throne  In    His      fe   -   lie    - 
And  on      the  banks  on  eith  -  er    side,    The  trees  of     life 
When  shall  my  sor-rows  have    an    end?   Thy  joys  when  shall 
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*  Melody  in  Bass  should  be  particularly  strong. 

COPYRIGHT,    IS7b,    BY  S.    A.   \ 

HEAVEN. 


Joyfully,  Joyfully,  Onward  I  Move. 


245 


Rev.  Wm.  Hunter. 


"Victory."-  Rev.  A.  D.  Merrill. 
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1.  Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy-  ful  -  ly,    on -ward   I    move,  Bound  to    the     laud     of  bright 

2.  Sounds  of  sweet  inel-o  -  dy   fall      on    my    ear;    Harps  of   the     bless  -  ed,  your 
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hear;       Rings  with  the     bar  -    mo  -  ny      heav- en's  high    dome. 
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Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful-ly    haste    to    thy  home!  Soon,  with  my  pil -grim-age 
Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful  -  ly    haste     to    thy  home!  Bright  will  the  morn   of     e- 
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end  -  ed    be  -  low,    Home   to  that  land     of  de  -  light  will   I       go;        Pil-grim  and 
ter  -   ni  -ty  dawn;  Death  shall  be  ban-ished,his  seep-  ter  be  gone:     Joy-  ful-ly, 
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strau  -  ger  no  more  shall  I     roam,  Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful-ly    rest-ing   at  home. 

then,  shall  I     wit  -  ness  his  doom,  Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful  -ly,  safe  -  ly     at  home 
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One  Sweetly  Solemn  Thought. 


Phcebe  Cary. 
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1.  One  sweetly  solemn  thought  Comes  to  me 

2.  Nearer  the  bound  of  life,  Where  we  lay  our 

3.  Father,  perfect  my  trust!  Strengthen  the 
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I'm  nearer  my  home  to-day  Than  I 

Nearer  leaving  the  cross, 

L,et  me  feel  as  I  would  when  I  stand  On  the 
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Nearer  my  Father's  house,  Where  the 
But  lying  darkly  between,  Winding 
Feel  as  I  would  when  my  feet  Are 
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Nearer  the  great  white  throne, 
Is  the  deep  and  unknown  stream 
For  I  may  be  nearer  my  home, 
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Home,home,sweet,  sweet  home;  There's  no  place  like  home,  There's  noplace  like  home, 
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*In  the  last  four  measures  the  melody  is  in  the  Alto,  which  should  be  particularly  prominent. 
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"Cary."— IJuiiN  TOURJEE,  Ad.  By  L,.  Franklin  Snow. 
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Than   I       ev  -   er  have       been        be   -    fore. 
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2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 
Where  the  many  mansions  be; 

Nearer  the  great  white  throne; 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea; 

3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 
Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down; 

Nearer  leaving  the  cross; 
Nearer  gaining  the  crown. 

4  But  lying  darkly  between, 
Winding  down  through  the  night, 


Is  the  deep  and  unknown  stream, 
That  leads  at  last  to  the  light. 

5  Father,  perfect  my  trust! 
Strengthen  the  might  of  my  faith; 

Let  me  feel  as  I  would  when  I  stand 
On  the  rock  of  the  shore  of  death: 

6  Feel  as  I  would  when  my  feet 
Are  slipping  over  the  brink; 

For  it  may  be,  I'm  nearer  home — 
Nearer  now  than  I  think! 
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The  Homeland!  The  Homeland. 


Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis. 
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"Homeland."— A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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i.  The       Home  -  laud!     the      Home  -  land!    The      land     of     the     free-born; 

2.  My      Lord     is     in         the      Home  -  land,  With        an  -  gels  bright  and     fair; 

3.  For     those    I    love      in  the  Home  -  land     Are         call  -  ing    me        a  -    way 
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There's  no         night    in   the  Home-land,      Bnt        aye     the     fade -less    morn. 
There's  no  sin       in   the  Home-land,      And         no  temp  -  ta  -  tion    there. 

To  the  rest  and  peace  of  the  Home-land,      And  the  life     be  -  yond    de   -  cay; 
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I'm        sigh  -  ing   for      the       Home-land,      My 
The         mu  -  sic     of       the       Home-land       Is 
For  there's  no  death     in  the  Home-land,  There's  no 


heart    is     ach  -   ing 
ring  -  ing    in        my 
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There's  no  pain 

And     when  I  think 
Christ,bring  us  all 


in  the  Home-land 
of  the  Home-land, 
to  the  Home-land 
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To  which  I'm  drawing  near. 
My  eyes  gush  out  with  tears. 
Of      His     e  -  ter  -  nal  love.     A 
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G.  Gill. 
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T.  J.  Cook. 
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1.  Beau-ti  -  ful     Zi  -  on,  built  a  -  hove,        Beau-ti  -  ful    cit  -  y     that   I     love; 

2.  Beau-ti  -  ful  heav'n,  where  all  is  light;        Beau-ti  -  ful    angels.clothed  in  white; 


£JM: 


t^ 


k     k     k 


->*— k-n- 


f=£ 


-=-n- 


3=1 


_i *• m. 1 


^ 


m 


-E— E—E- 


i\sr^ 


;  -- 


~0^r 


Beau  ti  -  ful  gates  of  pearl-y       white,       Beau-ti-  ful  tern -pie — God  is    light. 
Beau-ti-  ful  strains  that  never     tire;  Beau-ti-  ful  harps  thro' all  the  choir — 
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He  who  was  slain  on    Cal  -  va  -  ry,  O-pens  those  pearly    gates    to  me. 

There  shall  I     join  the   cho  -  rus  sweet,    Wor-ship-ing     at      the  Sav-ior's  feet. 
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love-ly   Zi  -  on,      Beau-ti-ful  Zi-  on,    cit-y  of  our  God. 
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Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow, 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show; 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear, 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there — 
Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet; 
There  shall  my  rest  be  long  and  sweet. 


4  Beautiful  throne  for  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing; 
Beautiful  rest — all  wanderings  cease; 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace — 
There  shall  my  eyes  the  Savior  see; 
Haste  to  His  heavenly  home  with  me. 
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0  Paradise!  0  Paradise! 


Frederick  W.  Faber. 


J.  Barnby. 


i^rVr^t- 


i.  O  Par  -  a-dise!  O  Par  -  a  -  dise!  Who  doth   not  crave    for  rest? 

2.  O  Par  -  a-dise!  O  Par  -  a-dise!  The  world     is  grow  -  ing  old; 

3.  O  Par  -  a-dise!  O  Par  -  a-dise!  I      want    to  sin      no  more, 

4.  O  Par  -  a-dise!  O  Par  -  a-dise!  I      great -ly  long     to  see 
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Who  would     not  seek   the    hap 

Who  would     not  be       at      rest, 

I       want       to    be       as     pure 

The      spe  -  cial  place  my    dear 
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-  py  land,  Where  they   that  loved   are 
and  free,    Where  love      is       nev  -  er 
on  earth,      As      on       thy   spot  -  less 
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Where  loy  -   al   hearts  and    true 
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All      rap  -  ture   thro'  and  thro',     In   God's  most  ho 


b— {g- 


sight,     y^  -  ;«<r«. 


1 


HEAVEN. 
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Mary  A.  I,atiibury. 
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"The  Holy  City."— s.  A.  Ward. 
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•   sa  -  lem,    Je   -    ru   -  sa  -  lem,  De-scend  -  ing  from   the 

sion   of     the     mar  -  tyr-host,  Thou  dream  of    saint  and 

■  sa  -  lem,  the    Beau  -  ti  -  ful,  Fair    cit   -    y        of     the 
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L: 


fcp&Mh 


BE 


9       I g_ 


«^=r 


I 


1 


f= 


0 

1 

1     I 

I 

1 

7T~ 

— 1 r— — 

J- 

~it*i * ^~ 

C^— 

w- 

•0 

-  a 

-4 -J § — 

-J-, — £ — 

— 1— 

— 0 0— 

~it*    f~~ 

•  jta-n-  "I 

tr 

1 

A 
In 
A-i 
The 

0 
-| 

-0-     -0- 
thou  -  sand,thou-sand 
ev   -  'ry   land     be  - 
•ound    the  rock     of 
whole  ere  -  a  -  tion 
-#-.                          -9- 
I"            *       F 1" 

learts  to  thee        In 
neath  the  sun      Thy 
thy     de-fence     The 
lifts     to   thee      Its 

f      *       •      |_g_' 

ho   -  ly 
walls    of 
rage     of 
blind,  im 

i» — r- 

rap  - ture 

light    ap  - 

hell    may 

■  plor-  ing 

-0-       -0- 

rise, 
pear. 
roll; 
eyes. 

vr> 

—0 — 1 
1 

-r 

• ¥ l»         ¥ 

sH — r^ 

T  rr 

H 

-r- 

— 0 — 0 — 

-\ r- 

19 = 

-J 

-^±=1 

m 


± 


si 


si— 


4 


T 


— "I 

A  -  hove      the    ash  -  es       of    the  saints, — Their  toils,and  tears,  and      blood, — 
The    wa  -  king   na  -  tions     of    the  earth,     The     is  -  lands    of     the        sea, 
But   God       is      in      the    midst  of  thee,       He   notes   the     na  -  tions'    call; 
It   moves     to  meet   the    great -er  good,     And  nears  its  heav'n  -  ly        birth; 
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We  mark  thy  bul-warks,  tell  thy  tow'rs,  0      cit    -  y        of      our  God! 

Have  seen  thy  glo  -   ry    from     a-  far,   And  stretch  their  hands  to  thee. 

He  holds  the  isles  with  -  in     His  hand;  He  hears  the        i  -  dols  fall! 

O     Ho  -  ly     Cit   -  y,  swift   de-scend   And  fill     the    wait  -  ing  earth! 
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*  Melody  in  Bass  should  be  particularly  strong. 
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Hark!  Hark,  My  Soul! 
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Frederick  \V.  Faber. 
=  60. 


"Vox  Angelica." — Rev.  J.  B.  D\  kes. 


^ 


;± 


ZMZZ 


3CT< 


^ 


f5 


1.  Hark!  hark,  my  soul!  An-gel  -  ic  songs  are  swell-ing  O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and 

2.  On -ward  we    go,     for  still  we  hear  thern  sing-ing,  "Come,  wea  -  ry  souls,     for 

3.  Far,    far    a  -  way,  like  bells  at   ev  -  'ning  peal-ing,    The    voice  of     Je    -    sus 

4.  Rest  comes  at  length,  though  life  be  long  and  drear  -  y,    The 

5.  An  -  gels,  sing  on!  your  faithful  watches  keep-ing;    Sing 
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us  sweet  fragments 
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ocean's  wave  beat  shore;  How  sweet  the  truth  those   blessed  strains  are  tell  -  ing 


Je  -  sus  bids  you  come!' 
sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
darksome  night  be   past; 

of   the  sonars  a  -  hove 


And,  thro'  the  dark,  its        ech  -  oes  sweetly    ring  -  ing, 
And      la  -  den  souls  by      thousands  meekly  steal-ing, 
Faith's  journey  ends   in      welcome    to     the   wea  -  ry, 
Till      morning's  joy  shall   end    the  night  of  weep-ing, 
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Of     that  new   life  when  sin  shall  be        no  more. 

The      mu  -  sic      of   the  gos-pel     leads    us  home. 

Kind  Shepherd, turn  their  weary    steps     to  Thee. 

And  heav'n,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last. 

And    life's  lonsr  shadows  break  in  cloud  -  less  love. 
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An    -   gels  of      light,  Sing-ing    to    wel -come  the  pilgrims  of  the  night  Sing 
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Sing  -  ing    to    wel  -  come  the     pil-grims,    the    pil-grims  of  the  night.  A-men. 
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Beyond  the  Smiling-  and  the  Weeping-. 


HORATIUS  BONAR. 


"Beyond." — W.  A.  Tarbutton. 
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1.     Beyond  the  smiling  and  the  weeping 
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Beyond  the  waking  I  Beyond  the  sowing 

and  the  sleeping,  |  and  the  reaping, 
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be  soon. 
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home! 
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Love,     rest,    and  home!  Sweet      home!     Lord,      tar  -  ry      not, 
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2  Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fading 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading, 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading, 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Love,  rest,  and  home!  Sweet  home! 

Lord,  tarry  not,  but  come. 


3  Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meeting 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting, 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beating, 

I  shall  be  soon; 
Love,  rest,  and  home!  Sweet  home! 

Lord,  tarry  not,  but  come. 
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Rev.  Wm.  K.  Warren.  "Homeward  Bound." — C.  S.  Harrington. 
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1.  Out      on    an      o  -  cean     all  boundless 

2.  Wild  -  ly   the  storm  sweeps  us  on      as 

3.  In    -     to  the  har  -  bor      of  heav  -  en 
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we   ride,     We're  hotne-ward  bound, 
it  roars;     We're  home-ward  bound, 
we  glide,    We're  home      at     last, 
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homeward  bound;  Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  rest-less  tide,  We're  homeward 
homeward  bound;  L,ook!  yonder  lie  the  bright  heav-en-ly  shores:  We're  homeward 
home      at     last;     Soft  -  ly     we  drift    on    its  bright  sil  -  ver  tide,    We're  home  at 
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bound,  home-ward  bound.    Far  from    the  safe,    qui  -   et    har  -  bor     we 

bound,  home-ward  bound.  Stea  -  dy!      O      pi  -  lot!  stand  firm    at      the 

last,     home      at      last.      Glo  -  ry       to  God!      all     our  dan  -  gers   are 
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Seek  -  ing  our  Fa  -  ther's  ce  -  les  -  tial  a  -  bode, 
Stead  -  y!  we  soon  shall  out-weath  -  er  the  gale: 
Safe   -  ly       we    stand      on     the       ra    -    di  -    ant    shore; 
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which   on      us  each    He      be  stowed,  We're  homeward  bound, home- ward 
fly    'nealh  the  loud  creak-ing    sail;      We're  homeward  bound,home-ward 
God!     we     will  shout  ev  -    er  -  more,    We're  home  at       last,      home    at 
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There  is  a  Happy  Land. 


"Happy  I^and." — Indian  air. 
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1.  There    is      a    hap -py  land,     Far,    far     a-  way,  Where  saints  in  glo  -  ry  stand 

2.  Come    to  that  hap -py  land,  Come, come  a-  way;    Why  will    ye  doubting  stand 

3.  Bright  in  that  hap -py  land,  Beams  ev  - 'ry    eye:    Kept     by      a     Father's  hand 
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Bright,  bright  as  day.  Oh,  how  they  sweet  -  ly  sing,  "Wor  -  thy  is  our 
Why  still  de-lay?  Oh,  we  shall  hap-py  be,  When  from  sin  and 
Love      can  -  not  die.         Oh,  then      to      glo  -  ry      run;       Be      a     crown  and 
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Sav  -  ior   King,"  Loud     let      His    prais  -  es     ring,    Praise,  praise  for      aye! 
sor  -  row   free,      Lord,    we    shall  dwell  with  Thee,    Blest,    blest    for      a}^e! 

Kingdom  won,     And  bright,    a  -  bove    the    sun,     We'll     reign  for      aye! 

-m-       -#-       -o-  -9-       -m-       -0-      -0-  I 

v    r    r  .  p * t-  ,  v    t-    t-   .   4 


m 


< 


Se 


f 


HEAVEN. 


256 


I  am  Far  Frae  my  Hame. 
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Io.NE  P.  IIanxa.     Har.  by  H.  P.  MAIN. 
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lang'd  -for  hame-bringing,  an'     my  Father's  welcome  smiles.  )_ 

gowden  gates     of    heav'n,     an'     my  [Omit ]  )  ain 

hear  the    an  -  gels  sing-ing      in      my  [Omit ]     ain 
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f  The  earth      is  fleck'd   wi'  fiow-ers,      mon   -    y  -  tint  -  ed,      fresh      and    gay;    \ 
\The  bird   -   ies   war  -   ble  blithely,        for       my      Fa  -  ther    made  -them  sae:      J 
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2  I've  His  gude  word  of  promise  that  some  gladsome  day  the  King 
To  His  ain  royal  palace,  His  banished  hame,  will  bring; 

Wi'  een,  an'  wi'  heart  running  owre  we  shall  see 

"The  King  in  His  beauty/'  an'  our  ain  countrie; 

My  sins  hae  been  mony,  and  my  sorrows  hae  been  sair, 

But  there  they'll  never  vex  me,  nor  be  remembered  mair, 

For  His  bluid  hath  made  me  white,  and  His  hand  shall  dry  my  e'e, 

When  He  brings  me  hame  at  last  to  my  ain  countrie. 

3  Like  a  bairn  to  its  mither,  a  wree  birdie  to  its  nest, 

I  wad  fain  be  ganging  noo  unto  my  Savior's  breast, 

For  He  gathers  in  His  bosom  witless,  worthless  lambs  like  me, 

An'  "He  carries  them  Himsel',  "to  His  ain  countrie. 

He's  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,  He'll  surely  come  again, 

He'll  keep  His  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken; 

But  He  bids  me  still  to  wait,  an'  ready  aye  to  be, 

To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countrie. 

HEAVEN. 


I  am  Far  Frae  my  Hame— Concluded. 

4  So  I'm  watching  aye,  and  singing  o'my  hame  as  I  wait, 
For  the  soun'ing  o   His  footfa   this  side  the  gowden  gate, 
God  gie  His  grace  to  ilka  ane  wha  listens  noo  to  me, 
That  we  may  a'  gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countrie. 
The  earth  is  fleck  d  wi'  flowers,  mony-tinted,  fresh  and  gay; 
The  birdies  warble  blithely,  for  my  Father  made  them  sae;  ' 
But  these  sichts  an'  these  soun's  will  as  naething  be  to  me,' 
When  I  hear  the  angels  singing  in  my  ain  countrie. 
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There  is  a  Happy  Land. 


Andrew  Young. 


.Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley. 


1.  There     is      a     hap -py  land,     Far,     far      a  -  way,  Where  saints  in  glo  - ry  stand 

2.  Come     to  that  hap- py  land,     Come,  come  a  -  way,  Why    will  ye  doubting  stand' 

3.  Bright  in  that  hap- py  land,    Beams  ev  - 'ry    eye,  Kept      by      a  Fathers  hand 
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Bright,  bright  as  day.  Oh, 
Why  still  de  -  lay?  Oh, 
Love       can  -  not    die.         Oh, 


how  they  sweet  -  ly  sing, 

we    shall    hap  -  py  be, 

then     to       glo  -  ry  run. 
*-.     *-       +-       .£. 


"Wor-thy    is      our 

When  from  sin  and 

Be      a  crown  and 


Sav  -  ior  King,1 

sor  -  row  free, 

Kingdom  won; 
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Loud  let  His  prais 
Lord,  we  shall  dwell 
And    bright    a  -  hove 
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■  es  ring,  Praise,praise  for  ave! 
with  Thee,  Blest,  blest  for  aye! 
the       sun,     We'll  reign    for      aye! 
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Jerusalem  the  Golden! 
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Bernard  of  Cluny,  1145. 
J  =92. 


"Swing."-  Alex.  Ewing 
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1.  Je  -    ru  -    sa  -  lem     the     gold  -    en! 

2.  They  stand, those  halls  of        Zi     -    on, 

3.  There  is       the  throne  of       Da    -    vid; 

4.  Oh!  sweet  and   bless -ed     coun  -    try, 
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With  milk    and    hon  -  ey       blest; 

All  ju   -  hi  -  lant   with      song, 

And  there,  from  care     re  -    leased, 

The  home    of    God's     e    -     lect! 
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Be  -  neath  Thy    con  -  tern   -   pla  -    tion  Sink  heart  and  voice     op 

And  bright  with  many   an          an-    gel,  And  all      the     mar  -  tyr 

The   shout    of     them  that        tri  -  umph,  The  song    of     them  that 

Oh !  sweet  and    bless  -  ed       coun  -  try,  That  ea  -  ger    hearts   ex 
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feast; 

-  pect! 
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know  not,    oh,       I        know     not  What  joys         a  -  wait    me 

Prince  is        ev  -    er  in      them,  The  day  -  light  is       ser 

they,  who    with  their    Lead  -    er,  Have  con-quered  in      the 

sus,     in       mer  -  cy      bring       us  To  that      dear  land    of 
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there, 
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fight, 
rest; 
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of  glo  -  ry, 

the  bless  -  ed 
for      ev  -   er 

the  Fa  -  ther, 


What  bliss  be  - 
Are  decked  in 
Are    clad      in 
And   Spir  -  it, 
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glo-rious 

robes    of 


pare, 
sheen, 
white, 
blest. 
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HEAVEN. 
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There  is  a  Land  of  Pure  Deli  el  it. 
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"Pure  Delight."— G.  F.  Root. 
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1.  There      is        a    land     of    pure     de-light,  Where  saints  im-mor  -  tal     reign; 

2.  Sweet  fields,  be-yond  the   swell-ing  flood,  Stand  dressed  in    liv  -  ing  green; 


5=St 


fcfc 


£ 


£ 


-■ 


|EEf 


*— r      f?  1 


J 1 


-*-.- 


^E 


1/ 


E  -    ter  -  nal  day      ex  -  eludes  the  night,    And     pleas-ures  ban  -  ish       pain. 
So      to       the  Jews   fair       Ca-naan  stood,    While     Jor  -  dan  rolled  be  -   tween. 
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There       ev  -   er-last-   ing  spring    a -bides,  And      nev  -   er  -  fad  -  ing      flow'rs; 
Could       we     but  climb  where  Mos  -  es  stood,  And     view     the  land-scape  o'er, 
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Death,    like      a     nar  -  row       sea,     di-vides     This     heav'n-ly  land   from   ours. 
Not    Jordan's  stream, nor  death's  cold  flood,  Should  fright  us   from    the    shore. 
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HEAVEN. 
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'Mid  Pleasures  and  Palaces. 


John  Howard  Payne. 
^=76. 


Sir  Henry  Rowley  Bishop. 
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1.  'Mid   pleas -ures      and         pal    -    a     -     ces  though   we     may  roam, 

2.  An       ex     -     ile      from   home,  splen    -  dors  daz  -    zle       in     vain, 
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Be     it        ev 
Oh,  give 


er  so      hum  -  ble,  there's     no  place   like      home! 

me        my    low    -    ly  thatched  cot     -      tage      a    -    gain! 
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A  charm      from      the      skies      seems      to  hal 

The       birds        sing  -  ing        gay    -     ly,       that        came 


low        us      there, 
at        my      call, 
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Which,    seek     through  the        world, 
Give  me   them,    with    sweet    peace 


is     not     met     with     else  -  where. 
of   mind,       dear   -  er      than      all. 
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Chorus. 
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Home!  home!  sweet,sweet  home!  There's  no  place  like  home!  There's  no  place  like  home. 
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HOME  AND  HEAVEN. 


I'm  but  a  Stranger  Here. 
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T.  R.  Taylor. 
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Tv.  Mason. 
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1.  I'm        but      a      stran  -  ger  here,  Heav'n     is 

2.  What   tho'    the     temp  -  est  rage?  Heav'u     is 

3.  There,  at      my      Sav  -  ior's  side,    Heav'u     is 
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my    home;     Karth      is         a 
my    home;     Short      is       my 
my    home;      I  shall    be 
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des  -  ert  drear,  Heav'u  is 
pil  -  grim  -  age,  Heav'n  is 
glo    -    ri  -  fled,      Heav'n     is 
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my    home.  Dan   -   ger  and  sor  -  row  stand 

my    home.  Time's  cold  and  win  -  try    blast 

my    home.  There    are  the  good    and  blest, 
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Round  me  on  ev  -  Yy  hand;  Heav'n  is  my  fa  -  ther-land,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 
Soon  will  be  o  -  ver-past;  I  shall  reach  home  at  last,  Heav'n  is  my  home 
Those,  I    love  most  and  best;  There    too     I     soon  shall  rest,  Heav'n  is    my  home. 
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'Mid  Scenes  of  Confusion. 

(For  tune  see  opposite  page.) 


I  'Mid  scenes   of   confusion    and    creature 

complaints, 
How  sweet  to  the  soul  is  communion  with 

saints! 
To  find  at  the    banquet    of   mercy    there's 

room, 
And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at  home. 

Home!  home!  sweet,  sweet  home! 
Prepare  me,  dear  Savior,  for  glory,  my  home. 


2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of 

peace! 
And   thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  love  can 

not  cease, 

HEAVEN 


Though  oft  from  Thy  presence  in  sadness  V 

roam, 
I  long  to  behold  Th^e  in  glory,  at  home. 

3  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stray, 
Oh,  give  me  submission,  and  strength  as  my 

day; 
In  all  my  afflictions  to  Thee  would  I  come, 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

4  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  Thy  beauties  to 

shine; 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine; 
And  in  Thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified   millions   to   praise   Thee  at 

home.  David  Denham. 


262 


Holy  Spirit!  Lord  of  Light! 


Robert  II.  of  France  (972-1031),  tr.  by  Rev.  E.  Caswall. 
J==  8^ 
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"Twilight."— J.  Zundel, 
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Ho  -    ly    Spir  -  it!  Lord    of    light! 

Come, Thou  Fa  ther  of        the    poor! 

Thou  in    toil      art  com -fort    sweet; 

Light  im-mor  -  tal!  Light   di  -  vine! 
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From  Thy  clear  ce  -  les  -  tial  height, 
Come  with  treas-ures  which  en-dure! 
Pleas-ant  cool  -  ness  in  the  heat; 
Vis-    it    Thou  these  hearts  of  Thine! 
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Come,  Thou  Light  of 
Thou,     of      all      con 
Sol    -    ace     in      the 
If        Thou  take  Thy 


all  that  live! 
■  sol  -    ers  best, 

midst  of  woe; 
grace    a  -  way, 
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Thy  pure  beam-ing 
Vis  -  it  -  ing  the 
Dost  re  -  fresh-ing 
Noth  -  ing  pure 


ra  -  diance  give! 

troub-led   breast, 
peace    be  -  stow, 
man     will    stay, 
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Thy  pure  beaming  radiance  give! 
Visiting  the  troub-led  breast. 
Dost  re-fresh-ing  peace  bestow. 
Nothing  pure  in  man  will  stay.  Amen. 
-p.  -*-  -&-  !/-  > 


Heal  our  wounds;  our  strength  renew; 
On  our  dryness  pour  Thy  dew; 
Wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away; 
Guide  the  steps  that  go  astray. 

6  Give  us  comfort  when  we  die; 
Give  us  life  with  Thee  on  high; 
In  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  descend; 
Give  us  joys  which  never  end. 


Our  Blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  Breathed. 


Harriet  Auber. 
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"St.  Cuthbert."— Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Our     blest       Re-  deem  -er,       ere      He  breathed     His      last      fare  -  well, 

2.  He     comes,  sweet    in-fluence    to        im  -   part,         A  will   -  ing      guest, 

3.  And     His      that    gen  -  tie      voice    we      hear         As        breeze  of        even; 
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Our  Blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  Breathed — Concluded.  263 
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A       Guide,     a      Com  • 
While    He       can     find 
That  checks  each  fault, 


fort   - 
one 

that 


er, 
hum 


be-queathed  With     us 
ble      heart    Where-in 


calms    each      fear, 
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And     speaks   of 
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dwell. 

rest. 

heav'n. 
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Come,  Blest  Spirit! 


Rev.  David  Keppel, 


"Veni  Sancte  Spiritus." — Frederick  Keppel. 
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1.  Come, blest   Spir-it!      Let       a  beam      From  Thy  heav'nly     ra  -   diance  stream, 

2.  Com  -  fort  -  er,    the    dear-  est,  come!   Make  this   fa  -  vored  breast  Thine  home, 

3.  Oh,     Thou     Be  -   a  -  tif    -    ic  Light!     Pierce  the  lurk-ing-place        of     night, 
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I 
In  -   to      this      dark   soul   of        mine;     Fa   -  ther    of     the  poor,     ap 
Filled,  re-freshed;  if       Thou  ap    -    pear    Wea  -  ry       toil     lies  down    to 
Fill    thy    faith  -  ful_    fol-lower's     heart;   Vain   is     '  hu  -  man  might  or 
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pear; 
rest, 
skill; 


Giv  -  er       of     good   gifts,  draw     near; 
Sul  -  try   noon  thou  tern  -  per  -     est, 
On  -  ly    Thine  al   -    might-y  will, 
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Come, Thou  Source  of  Light  di  -  vine. 
Driest  the  mourn-er's  blind-ing  tear. 
Can     this     bless  -  ed  -  ness    im   -  part. 
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What  is  sinful,  cleanse  anew; 
Wet  the  arid  waste  with  dew; 

Speak  the  wounded  spirit  whole; 
Bend  the  stubborn  will  to  Thine; 
Melt  this  frozen  heart  of  mine; 

Every  wandering  step  control. 


5  Grant  to  every  faithful  one, 
Who  relies  on  Thee  alone, 

Thy  best  gift,  the  gift  of  love 
Grant  a  holy  life  to  spend; 
Grant  salvation  to  +he  end; 

And  eternal  joys  above. 
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Holy  Ghost,  Dispel  our  Sadness. 


Rev.  Paul  Gerhardt. 
=  60. 


"Invocation."— Uzziah  Christopher  Burnap. 
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1.  Ho-   ly  Ghost,    dis  -  pel   our   sad  -  ness,  Pierce  the  clouds  of       sin-ful    night; 

2.  From  that  height  which  knows  no  measure,     As      a    gra-cious  shower,de-scend, 

3.  Come,  Thou  best  of       all    do  -  na  -  tions    God  can  give,     or       we    im  -  plore: 
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Come, Thou  Source  of  sweet-est  glad  -  ness,  Breathe  Thy  life    and  spread  Thy  light; 

Bring-ing  down    the      rich-est  treas  -  ure        Man  can  wish,    or      God  can    send. 

Hav-ing  Thy  sweet   con -so  -  la  -  tions,     We     need  wish  for      noth-ing  more: 
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Lov-ing    Spir  -  it,     God  of       peace,  Great  Dis  -  trib  -  u    -    ter    of       grace 

O  Thou  glo  -  ry     shin-ing       down    From  the     Fa  -  ther    and  the      Son, 

Ho  -  ly     Spir  -  it,  heav'n-ly        Dove,     Now  de-scend-ing    from   a    -    bove, 


«k 


a 


:^- 


=£: 


Rest  up  -  on 
Rest  on  all 
Rest  on     all 


this  con-gre  -  ga  -  tion;  Hear,  oh,  hear  our  sup-pli -ca-tion. 
this  con-gre  -  ga  -  tion;  Grant  us  Thy  il  -  lu-min  -  a-tion. 
this     con-gre  -  ga  -  tion;  Make  our  hearts  Thy     hab-it  -    a-tion. 


e=e 


frff 

4— i is?- 


1 


&- 


-pz- 


^- 


I  I 


THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


II. 


R.  P. 

J  =  66. 


Holy  Spirit  From  Above. 

(Inscribed  to  Rev.  C.  H.  Tyndall.) 
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H.  R.  Palmer. 
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Ho  - 
Take 
With 
Bless 
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ly  Spir  -  it  from  a  -  bove,  Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  pure  love; 
our  sin  -  ful  thoughts  a  -  way;  Lead,  oh,  lead  us  lest  we  stray; 
the  al  -  tar's  sa  -  cred  Fire,  Touch  our  lips,  our  hearts  in-spire; 
ed      source    of     heav'n-ly    light,     Now     dis-perse    the  gloom  of    night; 
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Oh,      in  -  spire  us    with  Thy  zeal;  May  each  soul   Thy  pres-ence   feel. 

Ho  -   ly      Spir    -  it,     faith  -  ful  Guide,  May  each  soul     in  Thee     a  -  bide. 

Oh,      il   -  lume  us    by     Thy  grace;  In       each  soul   TITy  im  -    age  trace. 

In       our    hearts  for  -  ev   -    er    shine;  Fill    each  soul  with  joy       di  -  vine. 
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Refrain.  S/ozf. 
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Ho  -  ly    Spir- it  from  Thy  throne  a-bove,  Fill  us  with  the  Sav-ior's   dy-ing  love; 
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Now  descend  up-on    us,  Heav'nly  Dove;  Come, Thou  blessed  Comforter.     A  -    men 
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Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 


M.  M.  W. 
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Marcus  Morris  Wells. 
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ly     Spir  -  it,  faith  -  ful  guide,      Ev  -    er    near   the   Chris-tian's 

er    pres-ent,  tru   -    est  Friend,     Ev  -    er    near,  Thine  aid        to 

our  days    of  toil     shall  cease,     Wait-ing  still    for      sweet     re- 
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Gen  -  tly  lead  us  by  the  hand,  Pil-grims  in 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear,  Grop-ing  on 
Noth-ing      left      but  heav'n  and  prav'r,     Wond'ring  if 
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a       des  -    ert 
in      dark  -ness 
our  names  were 


land; 

drear; 

there; 
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Wea  -  ry  souls  for  - 
When  the  storms  are 
Wad  -  ing  deep     the 


e  er       re  -  joice, 
rag  -    ing  sore, 
dis    -   mal  flood, 


While  they  hear  that  sweet  -  est  voice, 
Hearts  grow  faint.and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Plead  -  ing  naught  but   Je  -    sus'  blood, 
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Whisp' ring  soft-ly,  wan-d'rer  come!  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home! 
Whis  -  per  soft-ly,  wan-d'rer  come!  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home! 
Whis  -  per   soft-ly,    wan-d'rer  come!     Fol-low    me,  I'll  guide  thee  home!  A -men. 
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Jesus  Spreads  His  Banner  O'er  Us. 
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Rev.  Roswell  Park. 
J  =63. 


'Dorrance."— Isaac  Beverly  Woodbury. 
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Je  -  sus  spreads  His  ban-ner  o'er    us,    Cheers  our  fam-ished  souls  with  food; 

free: 
birth; 
tree; 


Precious  ban-quet;  Bread  of  heav-en; 
In  Thy  ho  -  ly  in  -  car  -  11a  -  tion, 
In  Thy    tri  -   al      and     re-jec-tion? 
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Wine  of   glad-ness,    flow -ing 

When  the    an  -  gels    sang  Thy 

In    Thy  suf-f'rings    on    the 
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He   the   ban-quet  spreads  be-fore      us 
May  we  taste     it,      kind-ly      giv  -  en, 
In    Thy  fast  -  ing     and  temp-ta  -  tion; 
In    Thy  glo-rious      res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion ; 
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Of    His    tnys-tic  flesh  and  blood. 

In     remembrance,  Lord,  of   Thee. 

In    Thy      la-bors     on     the    earth; 

May  we,  Lord,  re-mem  -  ber    Thee. 
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Lord  Jesus,  When  We  Stand  Afar. 


William  Walsham  How. 
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"Hebron." — L,o\vell  Mason. 
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1.  Lord  Je  -  sus,  when  we    stand  a  -  far      And   gaze  up  -  on     Thy     ho  -  ly  cross, 

2.  When  we    be-hold  Thy  bleeding  wounds,  And    the  rough  way  that  Thou  hast  trod, 

3.  O        ho  -  ly  Lord,  up  -   lift  -  ed  high    With  outstretched  arms, in  mor-tal  woe, 

4.  Give  us      an     ev  -   er  -   liv  -  ing  faith,    To     gaze   be-yond    the  things  we  see; 
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In  love  of  Thee  and  scorn  of  self,  Oh,  may  we  count  the  world  as  loss. 
Make   us      to  hate    the     load  of    sin      That    lay    so  heav  -  y       on   our  Lord 

Em-brac-ing  in  Thy  wondrous  love  The  sin  -  ful  world  that  lies  be-low; 
And,     in    trie  mys- fry       of  Thy  death,  Draw  us    and   all    men      un  -  to  Thee 
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When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous  Cross. 


Isaac  Watts. 


"Hamburg."— Iy.  Mason.    Arr.  by  H.  R.  P. 


*m 


P 


tet 


j> 


<Sh 


o- 


^ 


-&- 


-> 


HfSt 


i.  When      I      sur  -  vey      the     won  -  drous  cross     On  which    the  Prince      of 

2.  For  -    bid     it,     Lord!    that      I       should  boast,  Save     in      the    death      of 

3.  See,     from  His    head,     His  hands,    His     feet,     Sor  -  row     and    love      flow 
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Glo  -  ry      died,    My     richest    gain      I      count    but  loss,  And  pour  con- 
Christ,    my     God;    All     the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most  I        sac  -  ri- 
min-gled     down;  Did     e'er  such  love   and    sor    -   row  meet,  Or  thorns  com- 
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tempt  on  all 
fice  them  to 
pose     so       rich 
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Interlude  modulating 
to  the  F  key. 
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4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of     na  -    ture  mine.That  were  a  pres  -  ent      far 


too 


*The  stanza:  "See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,"  etc.,  should  be  sung  very  softly  and  without  accom- 
paniment, the  organ  joining  with  pedals  only  in  the  last  two  chords;  after  playing  the  interlude  which 
modulates  to  the  F  key,  the  fourth  stanza,  "Were  the  whole  realm,"  etc.,  should  be  sung  fortissimo  and 
faster.     The  effect  of  this  piece,  when  thus  performed,  is  exceedingly  fine. 
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Moravian. 
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"Elizabethtown."— George  Kingsley. 
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1.  Shep-herd     of    souls,     re  -  fresh    and  bless    Thy    cho  -  sen     pil  -  grim  flock, 

2.  Hun  -  gry    and  thirst  -  y,     faint     and  weak,     As  Thou  when  here     be  -  low, 

3.  Be     known  to        us        in     break  -  ing  bread,  But      do      not  then     de  -  part; 

4.  Lord,  sup  with     us       in      love    di  -  vine,     Thy  bod  -    y      and    Thy  blood; 
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With    man  -  na      in      the      wil  -  der  -  ness,  With     wa-  ter  from   the  rock. 

Our     souls   the   joys     ce   -    les  -   tial     seek  Which  from  Thy  sor-rows  flow. 

Sav   -   ior,       a  -  bide  with     us,      and  spread   Thy     ta  -  ble     in     our  heart. 

That     liv  -  ing  bread,  that  heaven  -  ly    wine,      Be     our   im-  mor  -  tal  food. 
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According"  to  Thy  Gracious  Word. 


James  Montgomery. 
^=72. 


'Dundee."— Scotch  Psalter. 
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1.  Ac  -  cord-  ing    to    Thy  gra-cious  word,     In      meek  hu  -  mil  -  i    -    ty, 

2.  Thy     bod  -  y,    bro-ken  for    my  sake,    My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be; 

3.  Re  -  mem-ber  Thee,  and  all   Thy  pains,  And       all    Thy  love   to       me: 

4.  And  when  these  fail -ing  lips  grow  dumb,  And    mind  and  mem-'ry      flee, 
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This  will     I      do,    my       dy  -  ing  Lord,    I      will  re  -  mem-ber  Thee. 

Thy    sac  -  ra  -  men-  tal      cup      I     take,  And  thus  re  -  mem-ber  Thee. 

Yes,  while  a  breath,  a     pulse   re- mains, Will    I  re  -  mem-ber  Thee. 

When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy    king-dom  come,  Je  -  sus,  re  -  mem-ber  me.     A-men. 
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The  Lord  Keep  Watch. 


Eleanor  W.  Long. 


"Mizpah."— H.  R.  Palmer. 
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i.   "The     Lord    keep  watch   'tween  me       and     thee,"  Keep  safe  from  dan- ger, 
2.  i'When   we      are      ab     -    sent"  sun  -  dered     far      "One  from   an  -  oth  -  er" 
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safe  from    harm;       Pro  -   tect  from     sor  -  row's  blight  -    ing       touch, 

tho'  we        be;  We       still  may     see  Hope's   guid    -    ing        star 
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And  save   from  sin's 
Shine  bright  o'er  sep 


de 
ar 


lu 


sive  charm.      In  -    to  the  straight  and 
tion's  sea.         For  whether  weal     or 
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woe       be        ours, 
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Di   -    rect    our    steps    and        lead 
Or        fair  -  est    day,        or        dark 
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night, 
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And  sometime  we  shall  meet  a  -  gain,       Or  there,  or  here,  some  glad  sweet  day. 
God's  bow  of  prom-ise  spans  Life's  sky — "At  ev-'ning  time  there  shall    be    light." 
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*  The  small  notes  are  for  the  words  "darkest  night,"  the  Soprano  and  Alto  sing  in  unison 
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The  Lord  Keep  Watch— Concluded. 

Chorus.  After  second  stanza.  Slower 
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'  'The  Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee,  When  we  are  absent  one  from  another. ' '  Amen. 
Mr* 
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Hewitt. 
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Good-bye,  Dear  Ones  All. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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i.  Dear  ones     all,  good-bye,  good-bye,     Hap  -  py  mo-ments    swift  -  ly 

2.  Let     us      not     for  -  get  these  hours,  May  they  bios  -  som     like     the 

3.  Dear  ones     all,  good-bye,  good-bye,  There's  a  bless  -  ed     home     on 
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flow'rs, 

high; 
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Hap  -  py      mo-ments  these   we  spend,  Learning  of       the 

While  from     our    dear  school   a  -  way,    Bear  good  fruit    for 

When   we     there  with    Je  -  sus     dwell,    We  shall  nev  -  er 
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children's  Friend, 
ev  -  'ry      day. 
say,  "Farewell." 
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Good-bye, 

Dear  ones  all, 
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bye Good-bye,  good-bye,  good  -  bye. 

dear  ones  all, 
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I  Saw  One  Hanging  on  a  Tree. 


Rev.  John  Newton 
=  88 


'Manoah." — Arr.  fr.  Rossini. 
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1.  I       saw  One  hang-ing  on        a    tree,  In       ag    -    o  -  ny      and    blood; 

2.  Sure,nev-er,    till     my  lat  -    est  breath,  Can     I         for -get    that    look; 

3.  A  -  las!     I  knew  not  what      I      did, —  But  now     my  tears     are     vain; 

4.  A      sec-ond  look   He  gave,  that  said,  "I      free  -  ly      all      for-  give: 

5.  Thus  while  His  death  my  sin  dis  -  plays  In      all       its  black  -  est    hue, 
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Who  fixed  His  Ian  -  guid  eyes  on  me,  As  near  the  cross 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  His  death,  Tho'  not  a  word 
Where  shall  my  trem-bling  soul  be  hid,  For  I  the  Lord 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ran-som  paid,  I  die  that  thou 
Such  is        the    mys  -  ter  -  y        of   grace,    It     seals    my    par  - 


I      stood. 

He    spoke, 
have   slain, 
may'st  live." 

don     too! 
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Sunset  and  Evening'  Star. 


Alfred  Tennyson,  arr. 
A  =  66. 


"Crossing  the  Bar." — Geo.  F.  Root. 
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Sun  -  set    and     Ev    -  'ning 

But  mov-ing    tide  a    - 

Twi-light  and      Ev    -  'ning 

For  tho'  from  Time  and 
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Star, 
sleep, 
Bell, 
Place, 


And    one  clear    call 
Too    full     for    sound 
And     aft  -  er      that 
The  flood  may    bear 

I         J     '    J       -*■ 


for        me; 

and  foam, 

the  dark; 
me        far, 
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And  may  there  be          no    moan-ing   bar  When 

When  that  which  drew  from    out    the  deep  Turns 

And   may  there  be         no      sad    fare-well,  When 

I      hope    to    see        my      Pi  -  lot's  face,  When 
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put    out  to       sea. 

gain  .to  its      home. 

at     last        em  -  bark, 
have  crossed  the      bar. 
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The  Reaper  and  the  Flowers. 
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H.  W.  Longfellow. 


Adapted  by  W.  LjUdijen. 
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1.  There  is  a  Reaper  whose  name  is  Death,  and  with  his  sick     -      le  keen 

2.  "Shall  I  have  naught  that  is  fair?"  saith  he; 

"Have  naught  but  the  beard    -    ed  grain? 

3.  He  gazed  at  the  flowers  with  tearful  eyes,  He  kissed  their  droop  -    ing  leaves; 

4.  "My  Lord  has  need  of  these  flow' rets  gay,"  The  Reaper  said,       and  smiled, 

5.  "They  shall  all  bloom  in  fields  of  light,  Transplanted  by           my  care, 

6.  And  the  mother  gave, in  tears  and  pain,  The  flowers  she  most        did  love; 

7.  Oh,  not  in,  cruelty,  not  in  wrath,  The  Reaper  came       that  day; 
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He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath,  And  the  flow'rs  that 
Though  the  breath  of  these  flowers  is  sweet  to  me,  I'll  give  them     all 

It  was  for  the  Lord  in  Paradise,  He  bound  them 

'Dear  tokens  of  the  earth  are  they,  Where  He      was 

And  saints  upon  their  garments  white  These  sa  -  cred 

She  knew  she  should  find  them  all  again  In  the  fields    of 

'Twas  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth,  And  took     the 
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grow    be-tween. 
back      a  -  gain." 

in        his  sheaves, 
once      a    child." 
bios-  soms  wear." 
light      a  -  bove. 
flow'rs   a  -  way. 
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There  is  a  Calm  For  Those  Who  Weep. 


James  Montgomery. 
,*=  88. 


A.  C.  GUTTERSON. 
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1.  There  is      a  calm    for  those  who  weep,     A     rest  for  wea-ry    pilgrims  found; 

2.  I       long    to     lay  this  pain  -  ful   head,  And  ach-ing  heart,  be-neath   the     soil; 
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They  soft  -  ly    lie,      and  sweet  -  ly    sleep   Low    in  the  ground,  Low  in  the  ground. 
To    slum-ber,  in      that  dream-less    bed,  From   all  my   toil,  From  all  my     toil. 
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Go  to  Thy  Rest  in  Peace. 


D.  K. 
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II.  R.  Palmer. 


~o 


Go 
Go 
Go 


5=4: 


zHr4 


1-- 


to  thy  rest  in 
to  thy  peace  -  ful 
to    thy  rest,      and 


peace, 

rest, 
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Thy  toils  are  o'er, 
Since  thou  art  now 
One  thought  our        sor    ■ 
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row      shall     be     -    guile,        For      soon    with 
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care  in  sweet  re-lease  Thine  eye  -  lids 
sin  and  sor-row  pressed,  But  hushed  in 
a  ce-les-tial  smile,  We      meet     to 
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gen   -  tly    close. 

qui  -    et     sleep. 

part      no    more. 
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Sleep  Thy  Last  Sleep. 


Rev.  Edward  A.  Dayman 
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"Requiescat."— J.  Earnby. 
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1.  Sleep   thy     last    sleep,  Free    from  care    and   sor  -  row;    Rest, where  none  weep, 

2.  Life's  dream  is      past,       All       its    sin,    its     sad  -  ness;    Bright  -  ly      at    last 

3.  Tho'     we     may  mourn   Those    in    life     the  dear  -  est,      They   shall  re  -  turn, 
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Sleep  Thy  Last  Sleep — Concluded. 
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Till  th'e-ter  -  nal  mor-row; 
Dawns  a  day  of  glad  -  ness, 
Christ, when  Thou  ap-pear  -  est! 
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Asleep  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Margaret  Mackay. 
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"Zephyr." — William  Batchelder  Bradbury. 


A  -  sleep  in 
A  -  sleep  in 
A  -  sleep  in 
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Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 


bless -ed  sleep,  From  which  none  ev  -  er  wakes  to  weep! 
Oh,  how  sweet  To  be  for  such  a  slum-ber  meet! 
peace-ful    rest,  Whose  waking   is  su-preme-ly    blest! 
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A  calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re-pose,  Un-brok  -  en  by  the  last  of  foes. 
With  ho -ly  con  -  fi-dence  to  sing,  That  Death  hath  lost  his  ven  -  omed  sting. 
No  fear,    no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour   That  man  -  i  -  fests   the   Sav  -  ior's  pow'r. 
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Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 


Asleep  in  Jesus!  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 
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Angel  of  Peace. 


O.  W.  Holmes. 

Maestoso.  J  =  84. 


"Keller's  American  Hymn."— M.  Keller. 
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1.  An   -  gel    of  Peace, thou  hast  wandered  too  long!      Spread  thy  white  wings  to  the 

2.  Broth-ers  we    meet,  on  this     al  -    tar    of  thine         Min-gling  the    gifts   we  have 
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3.  An  -gels  of   Beth  -  le- hem,  an  -  swer  the  strain!     Hark!     a    new  birth-song  is 
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sun  -  shine  of  love! 
gath-ered  for  thee, 


Come,  while  our  voi  -    ces   are  blend  -  ed     in  song, 
Sweet  with  the     o  -   dors   of   myr  -  tie  and  pine, 
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Fly        to  our    ark  like  the  storrn-beat-en  dove! 
Breeze    of  the    prai  -  rie  and  breath  of  the  sea, 
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Bid      the  full  breath  of  the      or  -  gaii  re  -  ply, 
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Fly     to    our      ark     on     the 
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wings  of  the  dove,-      Speed  o'er  the     far-sound-ing  bil  -  lows  of  song 
for  -  est  and  sea!             Sweet    is     the    fra-grance  of  myr-tle  and  pine 
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voi  -  ces    re  -  ply,-        Roll     its  long   surge  like  the  earth-shaking  main  I 
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Angel  of  Peace— Concluded. 
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Crowned  with  thine   ol     -    ive-leaf    gar  -  land      of   love, — 
Sweet  -  er    the      in  -  cense  we       of  -  fer      to  thee, 
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Swell      the  vast      song   till     it   mounts  to      the  sky!- 
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Peace,  thou  hast  wait-ed   too  long! 
more  round  this  al  -  tar    of  thine! 
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Beth   -  le-hem,  ech  -  o    the  strain! 
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Mourn  for  the  Thousands  Slain. 
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the  thou-sands  slain,     The     youth 
the      ru  -  ined   soul, —     E    -     ter 
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Mourn  for      the    wine-cup's  fear  -  ful  reign,   And  the        de  -  lud    -  ed  throng. 

Lost       by      the     tier    -  y,  maddening  bowl,    And  turned   to  hope  -  less  night. 

Rouse  them     to     shun  the    dread-ful     fall,     And    to        the  ref  -  uge  flee. 

To    break  the     fell      de  -  stroy-er's  sway,    And  show     His  sav    -  ing  love. 
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Bondage  and  Death  the  Cup  Contains. 


IvUCius  M.  Sargent. 
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"Hamburg."— Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Bon-dage  and  death  the     cup      con- tains;  Dash  to  the  earth  the   pois  -  oned  bowl! 

2.  Ho  -  san-nas,  Lord,  to    Thee     we     sing,  Whose  pow'r  the  gi-ant    fiend  o    -    beys: 

3.  Thou  wilt  not  break  the  bruis  -  ed      reed,   Nor  leave  thebro-  ken  heart  un  -  bound; 

4.  Spare,Lord,thetho't-less;  guide  the  blind;  Till  man  no  more  shall  deem  it       just 
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Soft  -  er  than  silk  are  i  -  ron  chains,  Corn-pared  with  those  that  chafe  the  soul. 
What  count-less  thou-sands  tri  bute  bring,  For  hap  pier  homes  and  bright-er  days! 
The  wife  re-gains  a  hus  -  band  freed!  The    or-phan  clasps  a       fa  -  ther  found! 

To     live,  by  forg-ing    chains  to        bind     His  weak -er  broth  -  er      in     the      dust. 
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My  Country!  Tis  of  Thee. 
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Of       thee        I        sing:     Land  where  my       fa   -   thers  died!  Land    of      the 

Thy    name        I        love;          I       love    thy     rocks     and    rills,  Thy  woods  and 

Sweet  free  -  dom's  song:       Let    mor  -  tal    tongues     a  -  wake;  Let      all     that 

To      Thee      we       sing:     Long  may   our      land       be    bright  With  free-dom*s 
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pil  -  grims' pride!  From   ev  -  'ry     moun-tain      side      Let    free-dom  ring! 

tern  -  pled   hills:    My      heart  with   rap  -  ture      thrills  Like  that      a    -  bove. 

breathe  par  -  take;    Let      rocks  their    si  -   lence     break,  The  sound  pro  -  long. 

ho    -    ly    light;    Pro  -   tect    us        by       thy    might,  Great  God,  our  King! 
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Ye  Temperance  Warriors  Brave. 


1  Ye  temperance  warriors  brave, 
On  land  or  ocean  wave, 

Where'er  ye  be — 
Gird  on  your  armor  bright; 
Stand  for  the  cause  of  right; 
And  wage  the  holy  fight, 

From  sea  to  sea. 

2  Give  Truth  and  Right  the  crown, 
And  strike  the  tyrant  down, 

At  God's  command! 


Till  Freedom's  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  the  earth  around, 
Where'er  the  curse  is  found, 
In  every  laud. 

3  Let  union,  true  and  strong,  ■ 
Defeat  the  hosts  of  wrong 

From  shore  to  shore; 
Let  this  our  mission  be, — 
To  set  the  captive  free, 
Till  glorious  liberty 
Reigns  evermore. 
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Abide  with  me!  fast  falls  the  45 
According  to  Thy  gracious.  .  I  269 
All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus',  180 
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All  praise  to  the  Lamb! 
Always  with  us,  always  with 
Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross 
Angels,  from  the  realms  of 
Angel  of  Peace,  thou  hast. 

Angels!  roll  the  rock  away. 
Angel  voices,  ever  singing  . 
Angry  words!  oh,  let  them. . 
Art  thou  weary,  art  thou . . . 
As  I  am,  I  come  to  Thee. . . 
Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep 
As  our  heavenly  Father  .... 

As  pants  the  hart  for 

Awake!  and  sing  the  song  . . 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  with. . 
Awake, my  soul,  stretch  every 
Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  . . 

Beautiful  Zion,  built  above.  . 
Beyond  the  smiling  and  the. 
Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  .  . 
Blessed  Savior,  Thee  I  love. . 
Bondage  and  death  the  cup 
Breast  the  wave,  Christian 
Break  Thou  the  bread  of  life 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons 
Bright  and  joyful  is  the  morn 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear. . . 

Carol,  carol  Christians 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be 

Children  of  Jerusalem 

Children  of  the  heavenly  .  . . 
Christ  is  knocking  at  my  sad 
Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the.  . 
Christ,    the    Lord,    is    risen 

again 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to- 
day  

Christian,  seek  not  yet  repose 
Come,  and  let  us  sweetly  join 
Come,  blest  Spirit!  let  a  beam 
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Eventide 

Dundee  

Coronation  .... 

Lyons  

Schauffler  

Noel 

Regent  Square  . 
Keller's    Ameri- 
can Hymn.  . . 
Wittenberg 


Angry  Words 
Stephanos  .  . . 


Zephyr 

He  careth  for  me 
Simpson 


Lowry 

Christmas 

Loving  Kindness 


Henry  F.  Lyte 
Jas.  Montgomery . 
Edward  Perronet 
Charles  Wesley  .  . 


Isaac  Watts 

Jas.  Montgomery . . 

Oliver  W.  Holmes. 

Thomas  Scott 

F.  Pott 


Beyond 


Spanish  Hymn 
Hamburg 
Onward 


St.  Alban's 


Folsom 


Christmas .... 


Repose 

Infant  Praises 
Pleyel's  Hymn 


Messiah 

Essex  

Lyra  Davidica 


Onido 

Veni  Sancte 
Spiritus 
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Tr.  by  John  M.  Neale 

I.  V.  Flagler 

Mrs.  M.  Mackay 
Mrs.  Grace  W.  Davis 

Tate  and  Brady 

Hammond 

Thomas  Ken 

Philip  Doddridge. . . . 
Samuel  Medley 

G.  Gill  

Horatius  Bonar. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby 

George  Duffield 

L.  M.  Sargent 

Joseph  Stammers  . . 
Mary  A.  Lathbury  . , 

Thomas  J.  Potter. . . . 

Bishop  R.  Heber 

Jas.  Montgomery. . . . 
E.  H.  Sears 


W.  H.  Monk 

From  Scotch  Psalter 

Oliver  Holden 

F.  J.  Haydn 

Arr.  by  H.  R.  Palmer 

Lowell  Mason 

Henry  Smart 

M.  Keller 
J.  Rosenmueller 
Sir  A.  Sullivan 
H    R.  Palmer 
W.  H.  Monk 
I.  V.  Flagler 
Wm.  B.  Bradbury 
H.  R.  Palmer 
Dr.  Louis  Spohr 
I.  V.  Flagler 
Geo.  F.  Root 
Handel 


McComb 

John  Henley 

John  Cennick 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Ralph  Wardlaw  . . . 
Tr.    by    Miss    Wink- 
worth  


Charles  Wesley 
W. W.  How 
Charles  Wesley 
David  Keppel.  . . 


T.  J.  Cook 

W.  A.  Tarbutton 

Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp 

Spanish  Melody 

Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 

W.  C.  Filby 

Wm.  F.  Sherwin 

Arr.  from  Haydn 

Sir  A.  Sullivan 

Gertrude  B.  McCowan 

Mozart 

Gertrude  B.  McCowan 

Handel 

Gertrude  B.  McCowan 

Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbrook 

English  Melody 

Ignace  Pleyel 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Arr.  by  Geo.  Kingsley 

Thomas  Clark 

Henry  Carey 

S.  L. 

U.  C.  Burnap 
Iguace  Pleyel 
Frederick  Ktppel 
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Come  close  to  the  Savior 

Come,  come  to  Jesus 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  .... 
Come,  O  my  soul,  in  sacred. 
Come,  Thou  Almighty  King 
Come,  Thou  long-expected . . 
Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every 

Come  unto  me,  when  shadows 

Come  unto  Me,  ye  weary . . . 

Come,  ye  disconsolate 

Come,  ye  that  love  the 

Come,  ye  thankful  people . . 
Come,  ye  faithful,  raise  the . 

Cometh  sunshine  after  rain  . 

Coming,  coming,  hear  them 
Crown  Him  with  many 


Day  is  dying  in  the  West  .  . . 

Dear  ones  all,  good-bye 

Depth  of  mercy,  can  there  be 
Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep 
Down  from  their  home  on  . . 
Draw  nigh,  draw7  nigh 


Eternal  Father,  Thou  hast. . 
Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy 
Fairest  Lord  Jesus 


Faith  of  our  fathers!  living  . 
Father,  I  stretch  my  hands.  . 
Father  of  love  and  power  .  . . 
Father  of  everlasting  grace  . 
Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  . 
Far  out  on  the  desolate  billow 
For  all  the  saints,  who  from. 

Forever  with  the  Lord 

From  all  that  dwell  below  . . 
From  every  stormy  wind  that 

From  Greenland's  icy 
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From  the  cross  uplifted  high  219 

Gentle  Jesus,  Thou  dost  love 
Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  lowly 
Glorious  things  of  thee  are 


Glory  be  to  the  Father. 


Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,  this 
God  calling  yet!  shall  I  not 
God  eternal,  Lord  of  all . . 
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Italian  Hymn. 


NAME  OF  TUNE       i  AUTHOR 

Fanny  J.  Crosby  . . 

George  B.  Peck  .  . . 

John  Newton  

Thomas  Blacklock 

Charles  Wesley  .  . . 

Wilson I  Charles  Wesley  .  . . 

Autumn Robert  Robinson  . . 


Henley 


Vox  Jesu 


Noel 

St.  George 


InNataliDomini 
Diademata  .... 


Chatham 
Leighton 


Gounod  . . . 
Wimborne. 


Crusader's 

Hymn 
St.  Catherine 
Arlington  .  . . 

Kirby   

Nashville  .  . . 
Naomi 


Sarum 

Vigil 

Old  Hundred 


Missionary 
Hymn  . . , 
Hinchman 


Austrian  Hymn 


Tallis'  Hymn.. 

Germany 

Messiah  ...... 


Mrs.Wm.  C.  E.  Esling 
Wm.  C.  Dix 


Thomas  Moore  .  . 

Anne  Steele 

Henry  Alford 

J.  M.  Neale 

Paul  Gerhardt . . . 

Julia  H.Johnston 
M.  Bridges 
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F.  H.  Barthelemon 
I.  V.  Flagler 
Lowell  Mason 
A  rr.  by  Sir  A.  Sullivan 
J.  B.  Dykes 
Samuel  Webbe 
Lowell  Mason 
George  J.  Elvey 
Sir  A.  Sullivan 
From  the  Latin 
Church,  14th  century 
Gertrude  B.  McCowan 
George  J.  Elvey 

Mary  A.  Lathbury  . .   Wm.  F.  Sherwiii 

E.  E.  Hewitt H.  R.  Palmer 

Charles  Wesley Arr.  by  C.  M.  Weber 

Benj.  Beddome Henry  W.  Greatorex 
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I 
Rev.  Ray  Palmer  . .  .  John  Whitaker 


Mrs.  Horatius  Bonar 
Hymn    and    Melody, 
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Anne  Steele 

R.  W.  Raymond 

Bishop  Wm.  W.  How 
James  Montgomery.. 

Isaac  Watts 

H.  Stowell 
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John  Newton  


Theodore  E.  Perkins 

Har.  by  R.  S.  Willis 

Ad.  by  J.  G.  Walton 
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E.  Bunnett 

Ad.  by  Lowell  Mason 

Hans  Georg  Nageli 

Ferd.  Silcher 

Joseph  Barnby 

Arr.  from  Beethoven 

Guil.  Franc 

Ad.  by  G.  W.  Warren 

Lowell  Mason 

U.  C.  Burnap 

H.  R.  Palmer 
Carl  T.  Price 
F.J.  Havdn 


Thomas  Ken 

Tr.  by  J.  Borthwick 
J.  E.  Millard 


Arr.  from  Beethoven 
H.  W.  Greatorex 
Charles  Meineke 
Thomas  Tallis 
Arr.  from  Beethoven 
Arr.  from  G.  Kingsley 
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FIRST  LINE  OF  HYMN. 

God  hath  sent  His  angels  . 
God  is  love ;  His  mercy 


God  of  evening,  God  of 

God  of  heaven!  hear  our 

God,  that  madest  earth  and  . 
Go  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  My. 

Go  to  thy  rest  in  peace 

Gracious  Savior,  gentle 

Great  Creator,  who  this  day . 
Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and 
Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep 
Guide  me,  O  Thou  great . . . 

Hail,  Thou  once  despised. . 

Hark!  hark,  my  soul!  angelic 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing 
Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus . . . 
Hark!  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

Hark!  what  mean  those  holy 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious. . 

Here  I  can  firmly  rest 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way. 

Holy  Ghost,  dispel  our 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God. 
Holv  night!  peaceful  night.  . 
Holy  Spirit!  Lord  of  light.  . . 

Holy  Spirit  from  above 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  guide.  . 
Hosanna,  Hosanna!  We  join 

Plow  firm  a  foundation 

How  precious  is  the  book .  . . 
How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus 

I  am  far  f rae  my  hame 

I  bless  the  Christ  of  God .... 

I  gave  my  life  for  Thee 

If  you  cannot  on  the  ocean . . 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer 
I  left  it  all  with  Jesus,  long 
I  love  to  hear  the  story.  . . 
I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a. . 
I'm  but  a  stranger  here.  . . 
In  heavenly  love  abiding. . 
In  mercy,  Lord,  remember 
Inspirerand  hearer  of  prayer 
In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 
In  the  hour  of  trial,  Jesus. . . 

In  the  silent  midnight 

I  once  was  a  stranger 

Is  earth  too  fair,  is  youth  too 
I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree 
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207 
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NAME  OFTUNE 


Wiluiot 


Raudegger. 
Temple  . . . 
Migdol 


St.  Sylvester. . 

Daystar 

Luther's  Hymn 
Great  Shepherd 
Oliphant 

Autumn  


Vox  Angelica 
Mendelssohn. 


St.  Oswald  . . . 
Vesper  Hymn. 

Ovio  

Eltham 

Ferguson 

Irene 

Invocation  . . . 

Dix    

Nicea  

Holy  Night . . . 
Twilight 


Adestes  Fideles 

Knox .   

St.  Bernard  . .  . 

My  Ain  Countrie 

Braden  

What  hast  thou 
Your  Mission.  . 
Vox  Dilecti. . . . 

Invitation 

Messiah 

Security 


Buona  Notte. 


Thalburg 

Evan 

Marie 

Rathbun.. 
Penitence. 


Manoah. 


Sir  J.  Bowring. .  . 
Robt.  L.  Fletcher. 


Bishop  Heber.  ... 

John  Logan  

D.  K 

Jane  E.  Leeson. .  , 
Mrs.  J.  A.  Elliott. 
R.  Ringwaldt. . .  . 


Win.  Williams 

John  Bakewell 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 

Charles  Wesley.  . . . 

M.  B.  Seight 

E.  H.  Plumtre 

John  Cawood 

Harriet  Auber 

Paul  Gerhardt 

R.  H.  Robinson. .. . 

Paul  Gerhardt 

C.  Wordsworth 
Bishop  Heber  


Tr.  by  E.  Caswall . 

H.  R.  Palmer 

M.  M.  Wells 

Julia  H.  Johnston  . 

George  Keith , 

John  Fawcett 

John  Newton 


Miss  M.  A.  Lee 

Horatius  Bonar 

Frances  R.  Havergal 
Mrs.  E.  H.  Gates 

Horatius  Bonar 

Charles  Wesley 

Miss  Ellen  H.  Willis 
Mrs.  Emily  H.  Miller 
Mrs.  M.S.  B.  Dana.. 

T.  R.  Taylor 

Anna  E.  Waring. . . . 

John  F.  Herzog 

A.  M.  Toplady 

SirJ.  Bowring   

James  Montgomery . . 
A.  Cleveland  Coxe. . . 

R.  M.  McCheyne 

T.  H.  Gill 

John  Newton 


Parker 

E.  S.  Carter 

C.  M.  von  Weber 
H.  R.  Palmer 
Arr.  by  W.  L. 
E.J.  Hopkins 
Lowell  Mason 
H.  R.  Palmer 

J.  B.  Dykes 
Arr.  from  Haydn 
Johann  Klug 
G.  F.  Root 
Lowell  Mason 

From  Marechio 
J.  E.  Roe 
J.  B.  Dykes 
Arr.  by  P. 
H.  R.  Palmer 
J.  B.  Dykes 

D.  Bortniansky 
Lowell  Mason 
Lowell  Mason 
George  Kingsley 
C.  C.  Scholefield 
Uzziah  C.  Burnap 
Arr.  by  W.  H.  Monk 
J.  B.  Dykes 

J.  Barnby 
J.  Zundel 
H.  R.  Palmer 
M.  M.  Wells 
Gertrude  B  McCowan 
M.  Portogallo  Simao 
Temple  Melodies 
W.  Richardson 

lone  F.  Hanna 
W.  B.  Bradbury 
P.  P.  Bliss 
S.  M.  Grannis 
J.  B.  Dykes 
Arr.  from  Spohr 
G.  F.  Handel 
English  Melody 
Geo.  F.  Root 
Italian  Melody 
Lowell  Mason 
Arr.  by  P. 
Rev.W.  M.  Havergal 


Ithamar  Conkey 
Spencer  Lane. 
Hubert  P.  Main 
H.  R.  Palmer 
J.  Barnby 
Arr.  from  Rossini 
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FIRST  LINE  OF  HYMN.  PAGE 

It  came  upon  the  midnight. .  80 

I  think,  when  I  read  that  . . .  181 

I  will  both  lay  me  down ....  227 

I  would  not  live  alway 160 

Jesus  calls  us  o'er  the 139 

Jesus,  David's  Root  and  Stem  188 
Jesus,  from  Thy  throne  on. .  206 
Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken   149 

no 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul no 

in 
219 
169 
174 


NAME  OFTUNE 


COMPOSER 


Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me 
Jesus,  priceless  treasure .... 
Jesus  shall  reign  where'er.  . 

Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me 216 

Jesus  spreads  His  banner  o'er  267 


Jesus,  the  very  thought  of. 
Jesus  wept!   those  tears  are. 

Jesus  will  never,  never 

Jerusalem  the  golden 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  onward.. 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one.  . . 

Kind  words  can  never  die. . 
Lead,  kindlv  li^ht 


Lift  up  your  heads,  ye 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's 

Little  drops  of  water 

Love  divine,  all  love 

Lord,  forever  at  Thy  side.  . . 
Lord,  for  to-morrow  and  its. 
Lord,  from  Thine  altars  .... 
Lord!  in  the  morning  Thou. 
Lord,  I  know  Thy  grace  is.  . 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  my  Life.  . 
Lord  Jesus,  when  we  stand. . 
Lord  of  all  being;  throned . . . 

Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the 

Lo!  round  the  throne,  a  . .  . . 
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245 
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184 

200 

216 

239 
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35 
198 
158 
267 

12 

13 

178 


Make  use  of  me,  my  God.  . .  150 
Master,  the  tempest  is  raging  104 
'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces.  .  260 
'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and  261 


Mine  eves  have  seen  the . 


Mourn  for  the  thousands ....  279 
My  country!  'tis  of  thee  ....  280 
My  days  are  gliding  swiftly.  16; 
My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee  .  238 
My  God  and  Father,  while  I  235 


6; 


Concone E.  H.  Sears Arr.  from  Concone 

Bunyan Mrs.  Jemima  Luke  . .  Old  Melodv 

I H.  R.  Palmer 

Frederick Wm.  A.  Muhlenberg.  G.  Kingsley 


Talmar. 


Ellesdie 

Hollingside. 


Marty  a 

Hinchman.  . . . 

Warrington  .  . 

Pilot 

Talmar 

St  Agnes  . 


Ewing 

The  Holy  City 
Victory 


Woodworth  .  . . 

Abby    Hutchin- 
son  

Lux  Benigna  . . 
Rockingham  .  . . 

\ewbold 

Little  Drops  .  . . 
Love  Divine  . . . 

Solitude  

Just  for  To-day.. 


C.  F.  Alexander I  I.  B.  Woodbury 

R.  F.  Littledale Sir  A.  Sullivan 

Thomas  B.  Pollock.  .    Har.  by  A.  Sullivan 
Henrv  F.  Lvte Arr.  from  Mozart 

J.  B.  Dykes 

Charles  Wesley J.  Zundel 

I  S.  B.  Marsh 

Ray  Palmer L.  C.  Burnap 

J.  Franck J.  Crueger 

Isaac  Watts R.  Harrison 

Edward  Hopper J.  E.  Gould 

Rosewell  Park 1  Isaac  B.  Woodbury 

Tr.  by  E.  Caswall  ...  J.  B.  Dvkes 

D.  K I  Arr.  by  H.  R.  Palmer 

H.  R.  Palmer H.  R.  Palmer 

Bernard  of  Cluny.  . .   Alex.  Ewing 

Man-  A.  Lathburv  . .    S.  A.  Ward 
Wm.  Hunter  .  ...'...    Rev.  A.  D.  Merrill 
G.J.  Elvev 
W.  B.  Bradbury 


Charlotte  Elliott 


Anon Arr.  bv  H.  Waters 


Warwick. .  . 
Stockwell .  . 
Holland 

Hebron  .... 
Louvan 

Fatien   

Park  Street. 


J.  H.  Newman 

Tr.  by  C.  Winkworth 

Sir  E.  Denny 

Mrs.  J.  A.  Carney.  . . 

Charles  Wesley 

James  Montgomery. . 
i  E.  R.  Wilberforce'.  .. 
I  Mary  A.  Lathburv  . . 
I  Isaac  Watts 

H.  D.  Ganse 

Tr.  bv  C.  Winkworth 
'  W.  W.  How 

0.  W.  H. ilmes 

Richard  Mant 

Man  L.  Duncan  .... 


H.  R.  Palmer 
!J.  B.  Dykes 

Lowell  Mason 
,  Geo.  Kingsltv 

Arr.  by  A.  Rhodes 

J.  Zundel 

L.  T.  Downes 
1  H.  R.  Palmer 

I.  V.  Flagler 

S.  Stanley 

D.  E.  Jones 

Wm.  B.  Bradbury 

Lowell  Mason 

V.  C.  Tavlor 
John  H.  Wilcox 

F.  M.  A.  Venua 


Clifton Horatius  Bonar J.  Brabham 

Man  A.  Baker \  H.  R.  Palmer 

John  H.  Payne Sir  Henry  R.  Bishop 

David  Denham Sir  Henry  R.  Bishop 

Battle  Hymn  of  Mrs.  Julia  Ward 

the  Republic .       Howe 

I H.  W.  Greatorex 

America Samuel  F.  Smith    .  .  Ad.  from  Dr.  J.  Bull 

Shining  Shore  .    E.  H.  Nelson Geo.  F.  Root 

Olivet Ray  Palmer    Lowell  Mason 

Flemming Charlotte  Elliott Arr,  from  Flemming 
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FIRST    LINE   OF    HYMN. 

My  God,  how  wonderful . 
My  God!  is  any  hour  so  . 
My  God,  my  Father,  blissful 
My  God,  the  spring  of  all. 
My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  .  . 
My  Jesus,  I  love  Thee  .... 
My  Savior,  my  Almighty. 
My  soul,  awake,  thy  rest . . 
My  times  are  in  Thy  hand 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 
Now  from  the  altar  of  our 

Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
Now  let  us  sing  the  angels' 
Now,  on  land  and  sea  . . . 
Now  the  day  is  over 


O  day  of  rest  and  gladness 
O  God,  the  Rock  of  Ages . 
Oh,  happy  day  that  fixed  my 
Oh,  worship  the  King  all 
O  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful 
O  Jesus,  Thou  art  standing 
O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem 
Once  in  royal  David's  city 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

On  Thy  church,  O  Power. .  . 
On  the  brow  of  night 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers.  . 

O  Paradise!  O  Paradise 

O  vSacred  Head,  now  wounded 
O  Thou,  in  whose  presence. . 
Our  blest  Redeemer  ere  He. 
Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven 
Our  Shepherd  watcheth  o'er 

Out  on  an  ocean  all 


Peace,  perfect  peace 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all . 
Precious  Savior,  dear 


Rest  of  the  weary,  Joy  of  the 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  . 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me  . 

Round  the  Lord  in  glory  .  . 

Safely  through  another  week 
Salvation,  oh!  the  joyful .... 

Savior,  again  to  Thy  dear . . . 
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NAME  OFTUNE 

Westminster.  . 
Almsgiving  . . 
Board  man   ... 

Peoria 

Jewett    


Emmons . .  . 
Bracondale  . 
Selvin  


Bethany  . . 

Evan 

Evening 
Shadows 


Peace.  . 
Merrial 

Aurelia 


Happy  Day  . . . 

Lyons  

Velentia 

St.  Hilda 

The  Holy  City 
Irby 


Cary 

Rosefield   

The  Silver  Star 
St.  Gertrude  . . . 


Gerhardt . . . 
Meditation  . 
St.  Cuthbert 


Homeward 
Bound . . 


Old  Hundred 


Farnsworth 
Amsterdam . 
Toplady  . . . 


St.  Oswald  . . . 

Sabbath  Morn 
Cambridge.  . . . 


EHerton 


Frederick  W.  Faber. . 

Charlotte  Elliott 

Anna  Steele 

Isaac  Watts 

Tr.  by  Jane  Borthwick 


Isaac  Watts. .  . 
Jane  E.  Livock 
W.  F.  Lloyd  . . . 


Mrs.  S.  F.  Adams. . 
John  Mason 


Barnby's  Hymnary. 

Mary  A.  Lathbury  . . 
From  Randegger .... 

S.  Longfellow 

S.  Baring-Gould  .... 

C.  Wordsworth 

E.  Bickersteth 

Philip  Doddridge 

Sir  Robert  Grant. . . . 
Bernard  of  Clairvaux 

Horatius  Bonar 

Francis  Baker 

Mr;;.  C.  F.  Alexander 

Phoebe  Cary 

Harriet  Auber  . .  . . 

D.  K.  En 


S.  Baring-Gould  .... 

F.  W.  Faber 

James  W.  Alexander 

J.  Swain 

Harriet  Auber 


Fanny  J.  Crosby  . . . . 
Wm.  F.  Warren 

E.  H.  Bickersteth  . . . 
Bishop  Thomas  Ken. 
H.  R.  Palmer 


J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 
Robt.  Seagrave  . 

A.  M.  Toplady.. 

Richard  Mant . . 


John  Newton. 
Isaac  Watts . . 

J.  Ellerton.  . . 


COMPOSER 

James  Turle 

J.  B.  Dykes 

Arr.  by  G.  Kingsley 

W.  B.  Bradbury 

Arr.  by  C.  M.  Weber 

A.J.  Gordon 

Arr.  fr.  F.  Burgmuller 

Josiah  Booth 

Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 

Lowell  Mason 
W.  M.  Havergal 

J.  Barnby 

Mel. bvM. A. Lathbury 
Arr.  by  W.  L. 
Edward  Hodges 
J.  Barnby 

S.  S.  Wesley 

Ad.  fr.  Mendelssohn 

Arr.  from  Rimbault 

F.  J.  Haydn 

Arr.  by  Geo.  Kingsley 

E.  Husband 

S.  A.  Ward 

Dr.  H.J.  Gauntlett 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Eben  Tourjee 

A.  H.  C.  Malan 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Sir  A.  Sullivan 

Arr.  by  I.  V.  Flagler 

J.  Barnby 

J.  P.  Holbrook 

Freeman  Lewis 

J.  B.  Dykes 

Adapted  by  P. 

L.  S.  Leason 

C.  S.  Harrington 

G.  R.  Caldbeck 
Guil.  Franc 
H.  R.  Palmer 

W.  L.  Mason 
Dr.  Nares 
Thomas  Hastings 
J.  B.  Dykes 
Wm.  Ludden 
J.  B.  Dykes 

Lowell  Mason 
John  Randall 
H.  R.  Palmer 
E.  J.  Hopkins 
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FIRST  LINE  OF  HYMN. 

Savior,  breathe  an  evening. . 

See!  from  the  morning  land 

See,  from  Zion's  sacred 

Shepherd  of  souls,  refresh  . . 

Silent  night!  hallowed  night 

Since  Jesus  is  my  friend 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day  . 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises. 
Spirit  of  God,  descend  upon . 

Still,  still  with  Thee 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Savior 
Sunset  and  evening  star  .... 
Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God  . 
Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath 

Sweet!  sweet,  sweet  the  swell 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be. . 
Take  the  world,  but  give  me 

Tell  me,  my  Savior! 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  .... 
The  day  is  gently  sinking  to 
The  day  is  past  and  over .... 

The  Homeland!  the 

The  joyful  morn  is  breaking 

The  King  of  Love  my 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no 
The  Lord  my  pasture  shall. . 

The  Lord  keep  watch 

The  morning  bright,  with . . . 

The  morning  light  is 

The  radiant  morn  hath 

The  Savior  calls,  let  ev'ry  ear 

The  sands  of  time  are 

The  shadows  of  the  evening. 
The  spacious  firmament  on . 
The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to 

The  snow  was  drifting  o'er. . 

The.  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle. 
There  is  a  calm  for  those  ... 
There  is  a  fountain  filled  . . . 

There  is  a  happy  land 

There  is  a  land  mine  eye  . . . 

There  is  a  land  of  pure 

There  is  a  reaper  whose  name 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's. 
There  is  sound  of  rejoicing  . 
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xiv 
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273 
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255 

257 
178 
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273 

66 
64 


NAME  OF  TUNE 


Sanctuary 


Regent  Square 
Elizabethtown 
Bethlehem's 

Star 

Greenwood  . . . 
Requiescat  . . . 

Mercy 

Chatham 

Endsleigh  .... 


Consolation . . 
Hursley   .... 
Crossing  the  Bar 
Canonbury  . . . 

Abends  

The  Bethlehem 
Babe 


Lynde  

Alford 

Emmaus  .... 
St.  Anatolius 
Homeland  .  . . 
Christmas  Morn 
Dominus  Regit 

Me 

Koschat 

Rakem 

Mizpah 

Springtime  . . . 

Webb 

Sunset 

Woodstock  . . . 
Rutherford  . . . 
St.  Leonard  . . . 
Creation 


The  Good  Shep- 
herd    

Victory 


Happy  Land 


Park  Street.. 
Pure  Delight. 


Wellesley  . 
Folkestone 


J.  Edmeston 

Fanny  J.  Crosby  . . 
Thomas  Kelly. .  . , 
Moravian   , 


Annie  Howe  . 


Paul  Gerhardt 

Edward  A.  Dayman 

George  W.  Doane  . . 

Wm.  Cowper 

Croly 

Harriet  B.  Stowe  . . 

John  Keble 

Alfred  Tennyson. . . 

Isaac  Watts 

J.  Edmeston 

J.  E.  Rankin 


F.  R.  Havergal 

Fanny  J.  Crosby 
Charles  S.  Robinson 

Henry  Alford 

C.  Wordsworth  . 


H.  R.  Haweis 

Benjamin  Gough. . . . 

Henry  W.  Baker 

James  Montgomery. 

Joseph  Addison 

Eleanor  W.  Long 

T.  0.  Summers 

S.  F.  Smith 

G.  Thring 

Anne  Steele , 

Mrs.  A.  R.  Cousin.  . 
Adelaide  A.  Proctor 

Joseph  Addison 

Bishop  Heber  


Words  from  S.  G.  . . 

F.  Pott 

James  Montgomery. 
Wm.  Cowper 

Andrew  Young 


Gurdon  Robins  .  . 


H.  W.  Longfellow . 


F.  W.  Faber , 

Gerard  Moultrie 


COMPOSER 

J.  B.  Dykes 
Geo.  C.  Stebbins 
H.  R.  Palmei 
Henry  Smart 
Geo.  Kingsley 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Jos.  E.  Sweetser 

J.  Barnby 

Arr.  from  Gottschalk 

C.  M.  Weber 

S.  Salvatori 

I.  V.  Flagler 

Arr.  fr.  Mendelssohn 

Peter  Ritter 

Geo.  F.  Root 

Arr.  from  Schumann 

H.  S.  Oakeley 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Tours 

Jno.  R.  Sweney 
J.  Cramer 
J.  B.  Dykes 
John  Goss 
J.  B.  Dykes 
A.  S.  Sullivan 
E.J.  Hopkins 

J.  B.  Dykes 

Thomas  Koschat 
Isaac  B.  Woodbury 
H.  R.  Palmer 
W.  H.  Monk 
George  J.  Webb 
J.  Barnby 

Deodatus  Dutton,  Jr. 
C.  D.  Urban 
Henry  Hiles 
Haydn 
A.  Macdonald 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Arr.  from  Palestrina 
A.  C.  Gutterson 
From  L.  Mason 
Indian  Air 
S.  S.  Wesley 

F.  M.  A.  Venua 

G.  F.  Root 

Ad.  by  W.  Luddeu 

Lizzie  S.  Tourjee 
E.  Husband 
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FIRST  LINE   OF   HYMN. 

Thine  forever!  God  of  L,ove. 

Thou  art  my  shepherd 

Thou  art  the  Way,  to  Thee  . 
Thou  hidden  love  of  God  . . . 

Thou  who  art  enthroned 

Though  your  sins  be  as 

Through  the  night  of  doubt . 

Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led . . 
Thy  happy  ones  a  strain .... 
Till  He  come!  oh,  let  the. . . 

'Tis  my  happiness  below. . . . 

To-day  the  Savior  calls 

To  Thee,  my  God  and  Savior 
To  Thy  pastures  fair  and 

Unanswered  yet 

Upward  where  the  stars  are . 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the .... 
Weary  of  earth,  and  laden . . . 

We  give  immortal  praise 

Welcome,  delightful  morn . . 
Welcome,  happy  morning  . . 

We  march,  we  march  to 

We  may  not  climb  the 

We  plow  the  fields,  and 

What  means  this  eager 

Whence  Jesus  came  I 

When, His  salvation  bringing 
When  I  survey  the  wondrous 
When  morning  gilds  the . . 
When  the  morn  is  bright. 
While  Jesus  whispers  to  you 

While  Thee  I  seek, 

While  we  lowly  bow  before 
With  songs  and  honors.  . . 
With  trusting  heart  I  take 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 

Yes,  for  me,  for  me  He  careth 
Ye  servants  of  God,  your  . . . 
Ye  temperance  warriors  .... 


150 
187 
130 

151 
11 

134 
153 
231 
67 
112 

170 

146 

16 

120 

114 
198 

179 

224 

12 

72 

92 

52 

125 

237 

113 

202 

183 
268 

19 
34 
146 
199 
217 
28 
225 
171 

126 

23 
280 


NAME  OF  TUNE 


Aletta 

My  Shepherd 

Heber  

Yoakley 

Hollingside  . . 


Rex  Glorias  . , 

Hebron 
Brookfield .  . , 


M  onsuldale . 


Tours 
Dijon . 


Sometime.Som'e 
Bonar  


Dalkeith 
Trinity  . 
Lischer  . 
Prague  . 


Thalburg. 


BlindBartimeus 

Tours  

Hamburg  .... 
Laudes  Domini 
Blumenthal  . . 


Brattle  Street . . 

Alvan  

Ellacombe 

Contemplation. 


Lyons  . . 
America 


Mrs.  VV.  F.  Maude.. 
MissM.  E.Thallieimer 
Bishop  G.  W.  Doane 
Tr.  by  John  Wesley 

George  Sandys 

Fanny  J.  Crosby  . . . 
Tr.  by  S.  Baring- 
Gould 

Isaac  Watts 

T.  H.  Gill 

E.  H.  Bickersteth  . . 

Wm.  Cowper 

S.  F.  Smith 

Thomas  Haweis  . . . 
James  Merrick  .... 


Horatius  Bonar 

Sir  John  Bowring.  . 

S.J.  Stone 

Isaac  Watts , 

Hayward 

Tr.  by  John  Eilerton 

Gerard  Moultrie 

J.  G.  Whittier 


Miss  E.  Campbell . . 
Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp  . . 

John  King  

Isaac  Watts 

E.  Caswell 

Paulina 

W.  E.  Witter 

Helen  M.  Williams. 
D.  C.  Colesworthy .  . 

Isaac  Watts 

Julia  H.Johnston  .  . 
Miss  A.  L.  Walker  . 


Horatius  Bonar. 
Charles  Wesley. 


COMPOSEB 

W.  B.  Bradbury 
J.  Cramer 
Geo.  Kingsley 
Wm.  Yoakley 
J.  B.  Dykes 
W.  H.  Doane 

Henry  Smart 

Lowell  Mason 
T.  B.  Southgate 
P.  P.  Bliss 
From  Greatorex'  Col- 
lection 
Lowell  Mason 
B.  Tours 
J.  G.  Bitthauer 

Charlie  D.  Tillman 
Arr.  from  J.  B.  Calkin 

Lowell  Mason 

T.  Hewlett 

J.  L.  Hammond 

Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 

J.  B.  Calkin 

J.  Barnby 

Arr.  by  W.V.Wallace 

Arr.  by  P. 

T.  E.  Perkins 

Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp 

B.  Tours 

Arr.  by  H.  R.  Palmef 

J.  Barnby 

J.  Blumenthal 

H.  R.  Palmer 

Ignace  Pleyel 

L.  Mason 

St.  Gall's  Collection 

Gertrude  B.  McGowan 

Lowell  Mason 

Arr.  from  Mozart 
F.  J.  Haydn 
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NAME  OF  TUNE 


Abby   Hutchinson. 

Abends 

Adestes  Fideles  . . , 

Angry  Words 

Aletta 

Alford   

Almsgiving 

Alvan 

America 

Amsterdam 

Arlington 

Aurelia 

Austrian  Hymn. 
Autumn 


Battle  Hymn  of  the  Re- 
public  

Bethany 

Bethlehem's  Star 

Beyond 

Blind  Bartimeus 

Blumenthal 

Boardman 

Bonar 

Bracondale  

Braden 

Brattle  Street 

Brookfield 

Bunyan  

Buona  Notte 


Cambridge 
Canonbury 
Carolus   .., 

Cary 

Chatham  . 

Christmas 


Christmas  Morn  . . 

Clifton 

Concone  

Consolation 

Contemplation. . . . 

Coronation 

Creation 

Crossing  the  Bar. 
Crusader's  Hymn. 


Dalkeith  224 


189 

39 
162 
1S6 
150 

62 
214 
217 
280 
192 

^3 
69 
61 
20 


63 
194 

83 
253 
202 

34 
231 
198 

33 
241 
199 

67 
181 
168 

203 

4 

14 

247 

224 

79 
158 

86 
150 

80 
109 
225 
180 

68 
272 

26 


NAME  OF  TUNE 


Daystar 

Diademata 

Dijon 

Dix 

Dominus  Regit  Me. 


Dundee 


EHzabethtown 

Ellacombe 

Ellertou 

Eilesdie 

Eltham 

Emmaus 

Emmons 

Endsleigh   

Essex 

Evan 

Evening  Praise  . . . 
Evening  Shadows. 

Eventide 

Ewing 


Faben  

Farnsworth 
Ferguson  .  . 
Flemming  . 
Folkestone  . 

Folsom 

Frederick.  . 


Gerhardt  

Germany , 

Gloria  Patri.  . . . 

Gounod , 

Great  Shepherd , 
Greenwood 


Hamburg. . . 

Happy  Day  . 
Happy  Land 
Heber  


Hebron 

He  Careth  for  Me. 

Henley 

Hinchman 


NAME  OF  TUNE 


71 

24 

I20 

4 
121 


269 

269 
28 
47 

149 

173 
38 
15 

167 

93 

4i 

x 

43 

45 

258 

13 
117 
238 
235 
64 
85 
160 

50 

147 

ix 

89 
120 
129 

268 
279 
166 

255 
130 
231 
267 
228 

133 
219 


Hollingside 

Holy  Night 

Homeland 

Homeward  Bound 

Horton 

Hursley 

Infant  Praises 

In  Natali  Domini 

Invitation 

Invocation 

Irby 

Irene 

Italian  Hymn 

Jewett 

Just  for  To-day 

Keller's  American  Hymn 

Kirby 

Knox 

Koschat  

Laudes  Domini 

Leighton 

Lischer 

Little  Drops 

Love  Divine 

Loving  Kindness 

Louvan 

Lowry 

Luther's  Hymn 

Lux  Benigna 

Lynde 

Lyons 

Lyra  Davidica 

Manoah 

Marie , 

Martyn  , 

Meditation 

Mendelssohn , 

Messiah , 

Mercy 

Merrial 

Migdol 
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Name  of  tune 


Missionary  Hymn. 

Mizpah 

Monsuldale 

My  Ain  Countrie.  . 
My  Shepherd 


Naomi 
Nashville. . 
Newbold. . . 

Nicea 

Night  Song 
Noel 


Old  Hundred. 
Oliphant 

Olivet 

Onido 

Onward 

Ovio 


Park  Street  .  . . 

Peace  

Penitence 

Peoria 

Pilot 

Pleyel's  Hymn 

Prague  

Pure  Delight  . . 


Rakem 

Rathhun  

Randegger 

Regent  Square . 


Repose  .... 
Requiescat . 
Rex  Gloria; 


176 
270 
170 
256 
187 

234 
10 

27 
vii 

xiv 
144 

1 

233 

238 

9 

164 

88 

178 

46 

207 

195 

216 

241 
92 

259 

232 

159 
1S8 

77 
119 
222 
274 
153 


NAME  OFTUNE 


Rockingham 
Rolland  .... 
Rosefield  .  . . 
Rutherford . . 


Sabbath  Morn  . 
Sanctuary 

Sarum 

Schauffler  

Security 

Selvin 

Shining  Shore . 

Simpson   

Solitude 

Spanish  Hymn 
Springtime. .  . . 

St  Agnes 

St  Alban's  . . . 
St  Anatoli  us  . 
St  Bernard  .  . . 
St  Catherine  . . 
St  Cuthbert  . . 
St.  George  .... 
St.  Gertrude  . . 

St.  Hilda 

St  Leonard  .  . . 

St  Oswald 

St.  Sylvester  . . 
St.  Theresa  .  . . 

Stephanos . 

Stockwell 

Sunset 

Tallis'  Hymn. . . 

Talmar 

Temple 

Thalberg 


31 
158 
174 
243 

70 

37 

65 

125 

240 

234 

163 

195 

216 

103 

32 

17 

55 

40 

17 

60 

262 

29 

54 
116 
48 

21 

88 

184 

56 

145 
198 

35 

44 
139 
267 

36 
237 


NAME  OFTUNE 


The  Bethlehem  Babe 
The  Good  Shepherd 

The  Holy  City 

The  Silver  Star 

Toplady 

Tours 

Trinity 

Twilight 


Velentia 

Veni  Sancte  Spiritus 
Vesper  Hymn 

Victory  

Vigil   

Vox  Angelica 

Vox  Dilecti 

Vox  Jesu  


Warrington  . 
Warwick  .  . . 

Webb 

Wellesley .  ... 
Westminster 

Wilmot 

Wilson 

Wimborne  . . 
Wittenberg  . 
Woodstock  . . 
Woodworth  . 


Yoakley 

Your  Mission. 


Zephyr 


84 
122 
244 
251 

74 
106 

16 

183 

12 

262 

130 
263 
81 
97 
245 
196 
252 
141 
143 

174 
35 

177 
66 
66 

229 

112 

175 
101 

139 
226 

151 
172 

275 


